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ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE I. 

London. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King Richard, attended; John o/* Gaunt, 
and other Nobles, toith him. 

K. Rich. Old John of Gaunt, time-honour'd 
Lancaster, 
Hast thou, according to thy oath and band, ^ 
Brought hither Henry Hereford, thy bold son ; 
Here to make good the boisterous late appeal, 
Which then our leisure would not let us hear, 
Against the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 
Gaunt. I have, my liege. 

K. Rich. Tell me, moreover, hast thou sounded 
him. 
If he appeal the duke on ancient malice ; 
Or worthily as a good subject should, 
On some known ground of treachery in him ? 
Gaunt. As near as I could sift him on that ar- 
gument, — 
On some apparent danger seen in him, 
Aim'd at your highness ; no inveterate malice. 
K. Rick. Then call them to our pte^etvce % i'd^c^ 
to face, 

> Bond. 



4 KING RICHARD ll*' [aCT I* 

And frowning brow to brow, ourselves will hear 
The accuser, and the accused, freely speak : — 

[^Exeunt same Attendants. 
High stomach'd are they both, and full of ire, 
In rage deaf as the sea, hasty as fire. 

Re-etUer Attendants^ xoith Bolingbroke and 

Norfolk. 

Baling. May many years of happy days befal 
My gracious sovereign, my most loving liege ! 

Nan Each day stiJl better other's happiness : 
Until the heavens, envying earth's good hap. 
Add an immortal title to your crown ! 

K. Rich. We thank you both : yet one but flat- 
ters us. 
As well appeareth by the cause you come ; 
•Namely, to appeal each other of high treason. — 
Cousin of Hereford, what dost thou object 
Against the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 

Baling. First, (heaven be the record to my speech !) 
In the devotion of a subject's love. 
Tendering the precious safety of my prince. 
And free from other misbegotten hate. 
Come I appellant to this princely presence. — 
Now, Thomas Mowbray, do I turn to thee. 
And mark my greeting well ; for what I speak. 
My body shall make good upon this earth. 
Or my oivine soul answer it m heaven. 
Thou art a traitor, and a miscreant ; 
Too good to be so, and too bad to live : 
Since, the more fair and crystal is the sky. 
The uglier seem the clouds that in it fly. 
Once more, the more to aggravate the note. 
With a foul traitor's name stuff I thy throat ; 
And wish, (so please my sovereign,) ere I move 
What my tongue speaks, my right-drawn sword 
may prove. 

%/•. Let not my cold words Viete «Lee\3fievck>j ixaix 
\ot the trial of a woman's war. 
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The bitter clamour of two eager tongues, 
Can arbitrate this cause betwixt us twain : 
The blood is hot, that must be cool'd for this, 
Yet can I not of such tame patience boast, 
As to be hush'd, and nought at all to say : 
First, the fair reverence of your highness curbs me 
From giving reins and spurs to my free speech : 
Which else would post, until it had returned 
These terms of treason doubled down his throat. 
Setting aside his high blood's royalty, 
And let him be no kinsman to my liege, 
I do defy him, and I spit at him ; 
Call him — a slanderous coward, and a villain : 
Which to maintain, I would allow him odds, 
And meet him, were I tied to run a-foot 
Even to the frozen ridges of the Alps, 
Or any other ground inhabitable, '^ 
Where ever Englishman durst set his foot. 
Mean time, let this defend my loyalty, — 
By all my hopes, most falsely doth he lie. 
Baling, Pale trembling coward, there I throw 

my gage, 
Disclaiming here the kindred of a king ; 
And lay aside my high blood's royalty. 
Which fear, not reverence, makes thee to except : 
If guilty dread hath left thee so much strength. 
As to take up mine honour's pawn, then stoop ; 
By, that, and all the rights of knighthood else. 
Will I make good against thee, arm to arm. 
What I have spoke, or thou can'st worse devise : 
Nor* I take it up ; and, by that sword I swear. 
Which gently laid my knighthood on my shoulder, 
I'll answer thee in any fair degree. 
Or chivalrous design of knightly trial: 
And, when I mount, alive may I not light, 
If I be traitor, or unjustly fight ! 

« I7ii/iabitable. 

VOL, V, c 



6 KING RICHARD II. [ACT I. 

K. Rich. What doth our cousin lay to Mowbray's 
charge ? 
It must be great, that can inherit us 
So much as of a thought of ill in him. 
Boling. Look, what I speak my life shall prove 
it true; — 
That Mowbray hath received eight thousand nobles, 
In name of lendings for your highness' soldiers; 
The which he hath detain'd for vile employments, 
Like a false traitor, and injurious villain. 
Besides I say, and will in battle prove, — 
Or here, or elsewhere, to the furthest verge 
That ever was survey 'd by English eye, — 
That all the treasons, for these eighteen years 
Complotted and contrived in this land. 
Fetch from false Mowbray their first head and spring. 
Further I say, — and further will maintain 
Upon his bad life, to make all this good, — 
That he did plot the duke of Gloster's death ; 
Suggest his soon-believing adversaries ; 
AncU consequently, like a traitor coward, 
Sluic'd out his innocent soul through streams of 

blood : 
Which blood, like sacrificing Abel's, cries. 
Even from the tongueless caverns of the earth. 
To me, for justice, and rough chastisement ; 
And, by the glorious worth of my descent. 
This arm shall do it, or this life be spent. 

K. Rich. How high a pitch his resolution soars!— 
Thomas of Norfolk, what say'st thou to this ? 

Nor. O, let my sovereign turn away his face, 
And bid his ears a little while be deaf. 
Till I have told this slander of his blood. 
How God, and good men hate so foul a liar. 
K. Ridi. Mowbray, impartial are our eyes, and 
ears: 
Were he my brother, nay, my kingdom's heir, 
(As he 18 but my father's btolViex's son^\ 
Now by my scepter's awe 1 make a nov? ^ 






SCENE I.] KINO RICHARD II. 7 

Such neighbour nearness to our sacred blood 

Should nothing privilege him, nor partialize 

The unstooping firmness of my upright soul ; 

He is our subject, Mowbray, so art tnou ; 

Free speech, and fearless, I to thee allow. 

Nor. Then, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy heart, 

Through the false passage of thy throat, thou liest! 

Three parts of that receipt I had for Calais, 

Disburs'd I duly to his highness' soldiers : 

The other part reserv*d I by consent ; 

For that my sovereign liege was in my debt, 

Upon remainder of a dear account. 

Since last I went to France to fetch his queen : 

Now swallow down that lie. — For Gloster s death,— 

1 slew him not ; but to my own disgrace, 

Neglected my sworn duty in that case.~- 

For you, my noble lord of Lancaster, 

The honourable father to my foe, 

Once did I lay in ambush for your life, 

A trespass that doth vex my grieved soul. 

Bat, ere I last received the sacrament, 

I did confess it ; and exactly begg'd 

Your grace's pardon, and, I hope, I had it. 

This is my fault: As for the rest appealed. 

It issues from the rancour of a villain, 

A recreant and most degenerate traitor : 

Which in myself I boldly will defend ; 

And interchangeably hurl down my gage 

Upon this overweening traitor's foot. 

To prove myself a loyal gentleman 

Even in the best blood chamber'd in his bosom : 

In haste whereof, most heartily I pray 

Your highness to assign our trial day. 

K.Rich, Wrath-kindled gentlemen, be rul'd by me; 
Let's purge this choler without letting blood : 
This we prescribe, though no physician ; 
Deep malice makes too deep incision: 
Forget, forgive ; conclude, and be agreed ; 
Our doctors say, this is no time to bleed. — 

c 2 
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Good uncle, let this end where it begun ; 
Well calm the duke of Norfolk, you your son. 

Gaunt. To be a make-peace shall become my 
*age: 
Throw down, my son, the duke of Norfolk's gage. 

K. Rich. And, Norfolk, throw down his. 

Gaunt. When, Harry ? when ? 

Obedience bids, I should not bid again. 

K* Rich. Norfolk, throw down ; we bid ; there is 
no boot. •* 

Ner. Myself I throw, dread sovereign, at thy 
foot: 
My life thou shalt conmiaud, but not my shame : 
The one my duty owes ; but my fair name, 
(Despite of death, that lives upon my grave,) 
To dark dishonour's use thou shalt not have. 
I am disgrac'd, impeach'd, and baffled here ; 
Pierc'd to the soul with slander's venom'd spear ; 
The which no balm can cure, but his heart-blood 
Which breath'd this poison. 

K. Rich. Rage must be withstood ; 

Give me his gage : — Lions make leopards tame. 

Nor. Yea, but not change their spots : take but 
my shame. 
And I resign my gage. My dear dear lord. 
The purest treasure mortal times afford. 
Is — spotless reputation; that away. 
Men are but gilded loam, or painted clay. 
A jewel in a ten-times-barr'd-up chest 
Is — a bold spirit in a loyal breast. 
Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one ; 
Take honour from me, and my life is done : 
Then, dear my liege, mine honour let me try : 
In that I live, and for that will I die. 

K. Rich. Cousin, throw down your gage ; do 
you begin. 

Baling. O, God defend my soul from such foi 
sin I 

' So advantai^e m <k\a\ . 
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Shall I seem crest-fallen in my father's sight ? 
Or with pale beggar-fear impeach my height 
Before this out&r'd dastard ? Ere my tongue 
Shall wound mine honour with such feeble wrong, 
Or sound so base a parle, my teeth shall tear 
The slavish motive of recanting fear ; 
And spit it bleeding in his high disgrace, 
Where shame doth harbour, even in Mowbray's 
face. lEsit Gaunt. 

K. Rich. We were not bom to sue, but to com- 
mand: 
Which since we cannot do to make you friends. 
Be ready, as your lives shall answer it, 
At Coventry, upon Saint Lambert's day ; 
There shall your swords and lances arbitrate 
The swelling difference of your settled hate ; 
Since we cannot atone ^ you, we shall see 
Justice design^ the victor's chivalry. — 
Marshal, command our officers at arms 
Be ready to direct these home-alarms. lExeuni* 



SCENE II. 

Hie same* A Romn in tlie Duke o/* Lancaster'^ 

Palace. 

Enter Gaunt and Duchess o^Gloster. 

Gaunt. Alas ! the part I had in Gloster's blood 
Doth more solicit me, than your exclaims. 
To stir against the ^butchers of his life. 
But since correction lieth in those hands, 
Which made the fault that we cannot correct, 
Put we our quarrel to the will of heaven ; 

^ Reconcile. ^ Show. 

c 8 
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Who when he sees the hours ripe on earth, 
Will rain hot vengeance on offenders' heads. 

DtLch. Finds brotherhood in thee no sharper spur? 
Hath love in thy old blood no living fire ? 
Edward's seven sons, whereof thyself art one, 
Were as seven phials of his sacred blood. 
Or seven fair branches springing from one root : 
Some of those seven are dried by nature's course, 
Some of those branches by the destinies cut : 
But Thomas, my dear lord, my life, my Gloster, — 
One phial full of Edward's sacred blood, 
One flourishing branch of his most royal root, — 
Is crack'd, and all the precious liquor spilt; 
Is hack'd down, and his summer leaves all faded, 
By envy*s hand, and murder's bloody axe. 
Ah, Gaunt! his blood was thine; and though 

thou liv'st. 
Yet art thou slain in him : thou dost consent 
In some large measure to thy father's death. 
In that thou seest thy wretched brother die. 
Who was the model of thy father's life. 
Call it not patience, Gaunt, it is despair : 
In suffering thus thy brother to be slaughter'd. 
Thou show'st the naked pathway to thy life. 
Teaching stern murder how to butcher thee : 
That which in mean men we entitle — patience, 
Is pale cold cowardice in noble breasts. 
What shall I say ? to safeguard thine own life. 
The best way is — to 'venge my Gloster's death. 

Gaunt. Heaven's is the quarrel: for heaven's 
substitute. 
His deputy anointed in his sight. 
Hath caus'd his death : the which if wrongfully. 
Let heaven revenge : for I may never lift 
An an^y arm against his minister. 

Duck, Where then, alas! may I complain mr 
self? 

(7aunf, To heaven, the widow's^ champion ar 
defence. 
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Duch. Why then, I will. Farewell, old Gaunt^ 
Thou go*st to Coventry, there to behold 
Our cousin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight : 
O, sit my husband's wrongs on Hereford's spear, 
That it may enter butcher Mowbray's breast ! 
Or, if misfortune miss the first career. 
Be Mowbray's sins so heavy in his bosom, 
That they may break his foaming courser's back, 
And throw the rider headlong in the lists, 
A caitiff recreant to my cousin Hereford ! 
Farewell, old Gaunt ; thy sometimes brother's wife, 
With her companion grief must end her life. 

Gaunt. Sister, farewell : I must to Coventry ! 
As much good stay with thee, as go with me ! 

Duch. Yet one word more; — Grief boundeth 
where it falls. 
Not with the empty hollowness, but weight : 
I take my leave before I have begun ; 
For sorrow ends not when it seemeth done. 
Commend me to my brother, Edmund York. 
Lo, this is all : —Nay, yet depart not so : 
Though this be all, do not so quickly go ; 
I shall remember more- Bid him — O, what ? — 
With all good speed at Flashy ^ visit me. 
Alack, and what shall good old York there see. 
But empty lodgings and unfurnish'd walls. 
Unpeopled offices, untrodden stones ? 
And what cheer there for welcome, but my groans ? 
Therefore commend me ; let him not come there, 
To seek out sorrow that dwells every where : 
Desolate, desolate, will I hence, and die ; 
The last leave of thee takes my weeping eye. 

[Exeunt. 

<> Her house in Kssex. 
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SCENE III. 

Gosford Green, near Coventry. 
Lists set out, and a Throne. Heralds, Sfc. attending 

Enter the Lord Marshal, and Aumerle. 

Mar. My lord Aumerle, is Harry Herefon 

arm'd ? 
Aum. Yea, at all points : and longs so enter in 
Mar. The duke of Norfolk, sprightfully and bold 
Stays but the summons of the appellant's trumpet 
Aum. Why then, the champions are prepared 
and stay 
For nothing but his majesty's approach. 

Flourish of Trumpets. Enter King Richard, xjohi 
takes his seat on his throne ; Gaunt and severa 
Noblemen, who take their places. A Trumpet i 
sounded, and anstuered by another Trumpet toithin 
Then enter Norfolk, in armour ; preceded by i 
Herald. 

K. Rich. Marshal, demand of yonder champion 
The cause of his arrival here in arms : 
Ask him his name ; and orderly proceed 
To swear him in the justice of his cause. 

Mar. In God*s name, and the king's, say wh< 
thou art, 
And why thou com'st, thus knightly clad in arms 
Against what man thou com'st, and what thy quar 

rel : 
Speak truly, on thy knighthood, and thy oath ; 
And so defend thee heaven, and thy valour ! 
Nor. My name is Thomas Mowbray, duke < 
Norfolk ; 
IVJio hither come engaged by my oalV\^ 
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[Which, heaven defend, a knight should violate !) 
Both to defend my loyalty and truth, 
To God, my king, and my succeeding issue, 
Against the duke of Hereford that appeals me : 
And, by the grace of God, and this mine arm. 
To prove him, in defending of myself, 
A traitor to my God, my king, and me : 
And, as I truly fight, defend me heaven ! 

[i/e takes his seaU 

Trumpet sounds. Enter Bolingbroke, in armour; 

preceded by a Herald. 

K. Rich, Marshal, ask yonder knight in arms. 
Both who he is, and why he cometh hither 
Thus plated in habiliments of war ; 
And formally according to our law 
Depose him in the justice of his cause. 
Mar, What is thy name ? and wherefore com*st 
thou hither. 
Before king Richard, in his royal lists ? 
Against whom comest thou ? and what's thy 

quarrel ? 
Speak like a true knight, so defend thee heaven ! 
Bding, Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and 
Derby, 
Am I ; who ready here do stand in arms. 
To prove, by heaven's grace, and my body's valour, 
In lists, on Thomas Mowbray duke of Norfolk, 
That he's a traitor, foul and dangerous, 
To God of heaven, king Richard, and to me ; 
And as I truly fight, defend me heaven ! 

Mar, On pain of death, no person be so bold, 
^ daring-hardy, as to touch the lists ; 
Except the marshal, and such officers 
Appointed to direct these fair designs. 
Baling, Lord marshal, let me kiss my sovereign's 
hand, 
^^^^ow my knee behre his majesty i 
^of Mowbray, and njyself, are like two mexv 
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That vow a long and weary pilgrimage ; 
Then let us take a ceremonious leave, 
And loving farewell, of our several friends. 

Mar. The appellant in all duty greets your 
highness, 
And craves to kiss your hand, and take his leave. 

K. Rich, We will descend, and fold him in our 
arms. 
Cousin of Hereford, as thy cause is right, 
So be thy fortune in this royal fight ! 
Farewell, my blood ; which if to-day thou shed. 
Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead. 

Bolifig, O, let no noble eye profane a tear 
For me, if I be gored with Mowbray's spear ; 
As confident, as is the falcon's flight 
Against a bird, do I with Mowbray fight. 
My loving lord, [/o Lord Marshal.] I take my 

leave of you; — 
Of you, my noble Cousin, lord Aumerle ; — 
Not sick, although I have to do with death ; 
But lusty, young, and cheer ly drawing breath. 
Lo, as at Lnglisl) feasts, so I regreet 
The daintiest last, to make the end most sweet : 
O thou, the earthly author of my blood, — 

[ To Gaunt. 
Whose youthful spirit, in me regenerate, 
Doth with a two-fold vigour lii\ me up 
To reach at victory above my head,— 
Add proof unto mme armour with thy prayers ; 
And with thy blessings steel my lance's point. 
That it may enter Mowbray's waxen coat. 
And furbish new the name of John of Gaunt, 
Even in the lusty 'haviour of his son. 

Gaunt. Heaven in thy good cause make thee 
prosperous ! 
Be switl like lightning in the execution ; 
And let thy blows, doubly redoubled, 
Fall like amazing thunder on the casque 
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Of thy adverse pernicious enemy : 

Rouse up thy youthful blood, be valiant, and live. 

Boling. Mine innocency, and Saint George to 
thrive ! [i/e takes his seat. 

Nor. ^Rising.'] However heaven, or fortune, cast 
my lot, 
There lives or dies, true to king Richard's throne, 
A loyal, just, and upright gentleman : 
Kever did captive with a freer heart 
Cast off his chains of bondage, and embrace 
His golden uncontrolled enfranchisement, 
More than my dancing soul doth celebrate 
This feast of battle with mine adversary. — 
Most mighty liege, — and my companion peers, — 
Take from my mouth the wish of happy years : 
As gentle and as jocund, as to jest, 
Go I to fight ; Truth hath a quiet breast. 

K. Rich. Farewell, my lord : securely I espy 

Virtue with valour couched in thine eye. 

Order the trial, marshal, and begin. 

[^The King and the Lordl^ return to their seats. 

Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 
Receive thy lance ; and God defend the right ! 

Boling. {_Risin^.^ Strong as a tower in hope, I 
cry — amen. 

Mar. Go bear this lance [to an Officer.l to 
Thomas duke of Norfolk. 

1 Her. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and 

Derby, 
Stands here for God, his sovereign, and himself, 
On pain to be found false and recreant, 
To prove the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray, 
A traitor to his God, his king, and him. 
And dares him to set forward to the fight. 

2 Her. Here standeth Thomas Mowbray, duke 
of Norfolk, 

On pain to be found false and recreant, 
Both to defend himself, and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 
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To Gody his sovereign, and to him disloyal ; 
Courageously, and with a free desire, 
Attending but the signal to begin. 

Mar. Sound trumpets; and set forward, com- 
batants. [^ charge sounded. 
Stay, the king hath thrown his warder ~ down. 

K. Rich. Let them lay by their helmets and their 
spears, 
And both return back to their chairs again : — 
Withdraw with us : — and let the trumpets sound, 
While we return these dukes what we decree. — 

\_A longjiourisk. 
Draw near, [ To the CombatanU, 

And list, what with our council we have done. 
For that our kingdom's earth should not be soiPd 
With that dear blood which it hath fostered ; 
And for our eyes do hate the dire aspect 
Of civil wounds ploughed up with neighbours' 

swords ; 
[And for we think the eagle-winged pride 
Of sky-aspiring and ambitious thoughts. 
With rival-hating envy, set you on 
To wake our peace, which in our country's cradle 
Draws the sweet infant breath of gentle sleep ;] 
Which so rous'd up, with boisterous untun*d drums, 
With harsh resounding trumpets' dreadful bray, 
And grating shock of wrathful iron arras. 
Might from our quiet confines fright fair peace, 
And make us wade even in our kindred's blood ; — 
Therefore we banish you our territories 2 — 
You, cousin Hereford, upon pain of death, 
Till twice five summers have enrich'd our fields, 
Shall not regreet our fair dominions. 
But tread the stranger paths of banishment. 

Boling, Your will be done : This must my com- 
fort be, 

That sun, that warms you here, shall shine on me; 

7 Truncheon. 
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And those his golden beams, to you here lent, 
Shall point on me, and gild my banishment. 

K» Rich. Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier 
doom, 
Which I with some unwillingness pronounce : 
The fly-slow hours shall not determinate 
The dateless limit of thy dear exile ; — 
The hopeless word of — never to return 
Breathe I against thee, upon pain of life. 

Nor. A heavy sentence, my most sovereign liege, 
And all unlook'd for from your highness' mouth : 
A dearer merit, not so deep a maim 
As to be cast forth in the common air, 
Have I deserved at your highness* hand. 
The language I have learned these forty years, 
My native English, now I must forego, 
And now my tongue's use is to me no more, 
Than an unstringed viol or a harp ; 
Or like a cunning instrument cas'd up, 
Or, being open, put into his hands 
That knows no touch to tune the harmony. 
Within my mouth you have engaol'd my tongue. 
Doubly portcullis'd, with mv teeth, and lips ; 
And dull, unfeeling barren ignorance 
Is made my gaoler to attend on me. 
I am too old to fawn upon a nurse. 
Too fax in years to be a pupil now ; 
What is thy sentence, then, but speechless death. 
Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath ? 
K. Rich. It boots thee not to be compassionate ; 
After our sentence, plaining comes too late. 
Nor. Then thus I turn me from my country's 

light, 

To dwell in solemn shades of endless night. 

\_Retiring. 

K.Rich. Return again, and take an oath witn 

thee. 

Lay on our royal sword your banished VvaTvd% \ 

Swear by the duty that you owe to Y\eavcw, 
yoL. V. jj 
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(Our part therein we banish with youmeWes,) 

To keep the oath that we administer : — 

You never shall, (so help your truth and heaven !' 

Embrace each other's love in banishment ; 

Nor never look upon each other's face ; 

Nor never write, regreet, nor reconcile 

This lowering tempest of your home-bred hate ; 

Nor never by advised purpose meet, 

To plot, contrive, or complot any ill, 

'Gamst us, our state, our subjects, or our land. 

Baling. I swear. 

Nor, And I, to keep all this. 

Baling. Norfolk, so far as to mine enemy ; — 
By this time, had the king permitted us, 
One of our souls had wander'd in the air, 
Banish'd this frail sepiilchre of our flesh, 
As now our flesh is banish'd from this land : 
Confess thy treasons, ere thou fly the realm 
Since thou hast far to ^o^ bear not along 
The clogging burden of a guilty soul. 

Nor, No, Bolingbroke ; if ever I were traitor. 
My name be blotted from the book of life. 
And I from heaven banish'd, as from hence ! 
But what thou art, heaven, thou, and I do know ; 
And all too soon, I fear, the king shall rue. — 
Farewell, my liege : — Now no way can I stray ; 
Save back to England, all the world's my way. 

{Exit 

K. Rich, Uncle, even in the glasses of thine eya 
I see thy grieved heart, thy sad aspect 
Hath from the number of his banish'd years 
Pluck'd four away ; — Six frozen winters spent, 
Return \to Boling.] with welcome home fron 
banishment. 

Boling, How long a time lies in one little word 
Four lagging winters, and four wanton springs. 
End in a word ; such is the breath of kines. 

Gaunt, I thank my liege, that in regard of me, 
He shortens four years of my son's extle : 
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~But little vantage shall I reap thereby ; 
Xor, ere the six years that he hath to spend, 
Can change their moons, and bring their times 

about, 
3My oil-dried lamp, and time bewasted light, 
Shall be extinct with age and endless night ; 
^j inch of taper will be burnt and done, 
.And blindfold death not let me see my son. 

K.Rich. Why, uncle, thou hast many years to live. 
Gaunt. But not a minute, king, that thou canst 
give: 
Morten my days thou canst with sullen sorrow. 
And pluck nignts from me, but not lend a morrow: 
Thou canst help time to furrow me with age, 
But stop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage ; 
Thy word is current with him for my death ; 
But, dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath. 

K. Rich. Thy son is banish'd upon good advice ; 
Whereto thy tongue a party verdict gave ; ® 
Why at our justice seem*st thou then to lower ? 
Gaunt. Things sweet to taste, prove in digestion 
sour. 
You urg'd me as a judge ; but I had rather. 
You would have bid me argue like a father : — 
0, had it been a stranger, not my child. 
To smooth his fault, I should have been more mild : 
A partial slander ^ sought I to avoid. 
And in the sentence my own like destroy'd. 
Alas, I look'd, when some of you should say^ 
I was too strict, to make mine own away ; 
But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue, 
Agamst my will to do myself this wrong. 
K. Rich. Cousin, farewell : — and, uncle, bid 
him so, 
Six years we banish him, and he shall go. 

[Flourish. Exeunt K. Richard and Train. 

* Had a part or share. ^ Reproach of partiality. 
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Aum. Cousin, farewell : what presence must i 
know, 
From where you do remain let paper show. 

Mar. My Lord, no leave take I ; for I will rii 
As far as land will let me, by your side. 
Gaunt, O, to what purpose dost thou hoard 1 
words, 
That thou return'st no greeting to thy friends ? 
Baling. I have too few to take my leave of yc 
>Vhen the tongue's office should be prodigal 
To breathe the abundant dolour of the heart. 
Gaunt. Thy grief is but thy absence for a tim 
Baling. Joy absent, grief is present for that tii 
Gaunt. What is six winters? they are quid 

gone. 
Baling. To men in joy; but grief makes ( 

hour ten. 
Gaunt. Call it a travel that thou tak'st for pi 

sure. 
Baling. My heart will sigh, when I miscall it 
Which finds it an enforced pilgrimage. 

Gaunt. The sullen passage of thy weary stef 
Esteem a foil, wherein thou art to set 
The precious jewel of thy home-return. 

Baling. Nay, rather, every tedious stride 1 1 
Will but remember me what a deal of world 
I wander from the jewels that I love. 
Must I not serve a long apprenticehood 
To foreign passages, and m the end, 
Having my freedom, boast of nothing else. 
But that I was a journeyman to grief? 

Gaunt. All places that tlie eye of heave; 
Are to a wise man ports and happy havenf 
Teach thy necessity to reason thus ; 
There is no virtue like necessity. 
Think not the king did banish thee ; 
But thou the king : Woe doth the heavic 
Where it perceives it is but famtiy boxii 
Cto, say — I sent thee forth to puTcV«k» 
And not — the king exlVd thee •• ox v 
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Devouring pestilence hangs in our air, 

And thou art flying to a fresher clime. 

Look, what thy soul holds dear, imagine it 

To lie that way thou go'st, not whence thou com'st : 

Suppose the smging birds, musicians ; 

The grass whereon thou tread'st, the presence ^ 

strew'd ; , 

The flowers, fair ladies ; and thy steps, no more 
IW a delightful measure, or a dance : 
For gnarling ^ sorrow hath less power to bite 
Hie man that mocks at it, and sets it light. 

BoUng. Of who can hold a fire in his hand, 
By thinking on the frosty Caucasus ? 
0^ cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 
By bare imagination of a feast ? 
Or wallow naked in December snow, 
By thinking on fantastick summer's heat ? 
0, DO, the apprehension of the good. 
Gives but the greater feeling to the worse : 
Fell sorrow's tooth doth never rankle more, 
Tlian when it bites, but lanceth not the sore. 

Gaunt. Come, come, my son, Til bring thee on 
thy way : 
Had I thy youth, and cause, I would not stay. 

Baling. Then, England's ground, farewell ; sweet 
soil, adieu ; 
My mother, and my nurse, that bears me yet ! 

miere-e'er I wander, boast of this I can, 

Though banish'd, yet a trueborn Englishman. 

\^Exeunt. 

1 Presence chamber at court. ^ Growling. 
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SCENE IV. 

The same* A Room in the King's Cattle. 

Enter King Richard, Bagot, and Grbem; 
AuMERLE Jbllomng. 

K. Rich. We did observe. — Cousin Aumerle* 
How far brought you high Hereford on his way? 

Aum. I brought high Hereford, if you call him so. 
But to the next high wav, and there I left him. 

K. Rich. And, say, what store of parting tears 
were shed ? 

Aum, * Faith, none by me: except the north- 
east wind, 
Which then blew bitterly against our faces, 
Awak*d the sleeping rheum ; and so, by chance. 
Did grace our hollow parting with a tear. 

K, Rich. What said our cousin, when you parted 
with him ? 

Aum. Farewell: 
And, for my heart disdained that my tongue 
Should so profane the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit oppression of such gnef, 
That words seem'd buried in my sorrow's grave. 
Marry, would the word farewell have lengthen'd 

hours. 
And added vears to his short banishment, 
He should have had a volume of farewells ; 
But, since it would not, he had none of me. 

K. Rich. He is our cousin, cousin ; but 'tis doubt. 
When time shall call him home from banishment, 
W^hether our kinsman come to see his friends. 
Ourself, and Bushy, Bagot here, and Green, 
Observed his courtship to the common people : — 
How he did seem to dive into their hearts, 
With humble and familiar courtesy; 
What reveroncr he did throw away on slavo i 
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Though Richard my life's counsel would not hear. 
My death's sad tale may yet undeaf his ear. 

York, No; it is stopped with other flattering 
sounds, 
As, praises of his state : then, there are found 
Lascivious metres ; to whose venom sound 
The open ear of youth doth always listen : 
Report of fashions in proud Italy ; 
Whose manners still our tardy apish nation 
Limps after, in base imitation, 
Where doth the world thrust forth a vanity, 
(So it be new, there's no respect how vile,) 
That is not quickly buzz'd into his ears ? 
'Rien all too late comes counsel to be heard, 
Where will doth mutiny with wit's regard. 
%ect not him, whose way himself will choose ; 
'TIS breath thou lack'st, and that breath wilt thou 
lose. 

Gaunt, Methinks, I am a prophet new inspired ; 
And thus, expiring, do foretell of him : 
His rash fierce blaze of riot cannot last : 
For violent fires soon bum out themselves : 
Small showers last long, but sudden storms are short ; 
He tires betimes, that spurs too fast betimes ; 
With eager feeding, food doth choke the feeder : 
Light vanity, insatiate cormorant. 
Consuming means, soon preys upon itself. 
This royal throne of kings, this scepter'd isle. 
This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars, 
This other Eden, demi-paradise ; 
This fortress, built by nature for herself. 
Against infection, and the hand of war ; 
This happy breed of men, this little world ; 
This precious stone set in the silver sea. 
Which serves it in the office of a wall. 
Or as a moat defensive to a house. 
Against the envy of less happier lands ; 
Tms blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this 
England, 
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Tilis nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings, 
Fear*d by their breed, and famous by their birth, 
Renowned for their deeds as far from home, 
(For Christian service,* and true chivalry,) 
As is the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry, 
Of the world's ransom, blessed Mary s son : 
This land of such dear souls, this dear dear land, 
Dear for her reputation through the world. 
Is now leas'd out (I die pronouncing it,) 
Like to a tenement or pelting^ farm: 
England, bound in with the triumphant sea. 
Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege 
Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with shame. 
With inky blots, and rotten parchment bonds ;' 
That England, that was wont to conquer others. 
Hath made a shameful conquest of itself: 
O, would the scandal vanish with my life, 
How happy then were my ensuing aeath ! 

Enter King Richard, and Queen; Aumbrli, 
Bushy, Green, Bagot, Ross, and WiL- 

LOUGHBY. 

York. The king is come: deal mildly with his 
youth ; 
For young hot colts, being rag'd, do rage the more. 

Queen. How fares our noble uncle, Lancaster? 

K. Rich. What comfort, man ? How is't with aged 
Gaunt ? 

Gaunt. O, how that name befits my composition ' 
Old Gaunt, indeed ; and gaunt^ in being old : 
Within me grief hath kept a tedious fast ; 
And who abstains from meat, that is not gaunt ? 
For sleeping England long time have I watch'd ; 
Watching breeds leanness, leanness is all gaunt : 
The pleasure that some fathers feed upon. 
Is my strict fast, I mean — my children's looks ; 

» Paltry. « Lean, thin. 
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And, therein fasting, hast thou made me gaunt : 
Graunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave. 
Whose hollow womb inherits nought but bones. 
K. Rich. Can sick men play so nicely with their 

names? 
Gaunt. No, misery makes sport to mock itself: 
Since thou dost seek to kill my name in me, 
I mock my name, great king, to flatter thee. 
K, Rich, Should dying men flatter with those 

that live ? 
Gaunt. No, no; men living flatter those that die. 
K. Rich. Thou, now a dying, say'st — thou flat- 

ter'st me. 
Gaunt. Oh ! no ; thou diest, though I the sicker be. 
K. Rich. I am in health, I breathe, and see thee ill. 
Gaunt. Now, He that made me, knows I see 
thee ill; 
111 in myself to see, and in thee seeing ill. 
Thy death-bed is no lesser than the land. 
Wherein thou liest in reputation sick : 
And thou, too careless patient as thou art, 
Commit'st thy anointed body to the cure 
Of those physicians that first wounded thee: 
A thousand flatterers sit within thy crown, 
Whose compass is no bigger than thy head ; 
And yet, incaged in so small a verge, 
lie waste is no whit lesser than thy land. 
0, had thy grandsire, with a prophet's e^e» 
Seen how his son*s son should destroy his sons. 
From forth thy reach he would have laid thy shame; 
Deposing thee before thou wert possessed. 
Which art possess'd now to depose thyself. 
Why, cousm, wert thou regent of the world, 
It were a shame to let this land by lease : 
. Bat, for thy world, enjoying but this land, 
. Is it not more than shame, to shame it so ? 
I Landlord of England art thou now, notkui^'. 
ijh/ state of law is bondslave to the \aw ; 
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K.Rich. a lunatick lean-witted fool, 

Presuming on an ague's privilege, 
Dar'st with thy frozen admonition 
Make pale our cheek ; chasing the royal bloo 
With niry, from his native residence. 
Now by my seat's right royal majesty, 
Wert thou not brother to great Edward's son, 
This tongue that runs so roundly in thy head, 
Should run thy head from thy unreverend shou 
Gaunt. O, spare me not, my brother Edward' 
For that I was his father Edward's son ; 
That blood already, like the pelican, 
Hast thou tapp'd out, and drunkenly carous'd 
My brother Grloster, plain well-meaning soul, 
(Whom fair befal in heaven 'mongst happy so 
May be a precedent and witness good. 
That thou respect'st not spilling Edward's bU 
Join with the present sickness that I have ; 
And thy unkindness be like crooked age, 
To crop at once a too-long wither'd flower. 
Live in thy shame, but die not shame with th 
These words hereafter thy tormentors be, — 
Convey me to my bed, then to my grave : 
Love they to live, that love and honour have 

[^Exit, borne out by his Atten 

K. Rich. And let them die, that age and s 
have; 
For both hast thou, and both become the grs 

York. 'Beseech your majesty, impute his ? 
To wayward sickliness and age in him : 
He loves you, on my life, and holds you deai 
As Harry duke of Hereford, were he here. 

K. Rich. Right ; you say true : as Hereford*! 
so his : 
As theirs, so mine ; and all be as it is. 

Enter Northumberland. 

North, My liege, o\d Gaunt cotwkv« ' 
y^our majesty. 
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K,Rich. What says he now? 

North. Nay, nothing ; all is said : 

His tongue is now a stringless instrument ; 
Words, life, and all, old Lancaster hath spent. 

York, Be York the next that must be bankrupt so ! 
Though death'be poor, it ends a mortal woe. 

K.Rich, The ripest fruit first falls, and so doth he ; 
His time is spent, our pilgrimage must be : 

So much for that. Now for our Irish wars : 

We must supplant those rough rug-headed kerns ;'^ 

Which live like venom, where no venom else. 

But only they, hath privilege to live. 

And for these great affairs do ask some charge, 

Towards our assistance, we do seize to us 

The plate, coin, revenues, and moveables. 

Whereof our uncle Gaunt did stand possessed. 

York. How long shall I be patient ? Ah, how long 
Shall tender duty make me suffer wrong ? 
Not Gloster*s death, nor Hereford's banishment, 
NotGaunt*s rebukes, nor England's private wrongs. 
Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbroke 
About his marriage, nor my own disgrace, 
Have ever made me sour my patient cheek. 
Or bend one wrinkle on my sovereign's face. — 
1 am the last of noble Edward's sons. 
Of whom thy father, prince of Wales, was first; 
In war, was never lion rag'd more fierce, 
In peace was never gentle lamb more mild. 
Than was that young and princely gentleman : 
His face thou hast, for even so look'd he, 
Accomplish'd with the number of thy hours ; 
But, when he frown'd, it was against the French, 
And not against his friends : his noble hand 
Did win what he did spend, and spent not that 
Which his triumphant father's hand had won : 
His hands were guilty of no kindred's blood, 
But bloody with the enemies of his kin. 

^ Irish soldiers. 

VOL. V. K 
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O, Richard ! York is too far gone with grief, 
Or else he never would compare between. 
jin K.Rich, Why, uncle, what's the matter? 

lU York. O, myl 

Ifjl Pardon me, if you please ; if not, I, pleas'd 

|.j^{j Not to be pardon'd, am content withal. 

Seek you to seize, and gripe into your hands. 
The royalties and rights of banish'd Hereford 
Is not Gaunt dead ? and doth not Hereford lii 
Was not Gaunt just? and is not Harry true ? 
Did not the one deserve to have an heir ? 
Is not his heir a well- deserving son? 
Take Hereford's rights away, and take from ti 
His charters, and his customary rights ; 
Let not to-morrow then ensue to-day ; 
Be not thyself, for how art thou a king. 
But by fair sequence and succession ? 
I i If you do wrongfully seize Hereford's rights, 

' \ Call in the letters patent that he hath 

By his attornies-general to sue 
His livery^, and deny his offered homage, 
I You pluck a thousand dangers on your head. 

You lose a thousand well-disposed hearts. 
And prick my tender patience to those thougl 
I- Which honour and allegiance cannot think. 

< K. Rich, Think what you will ; we seize int 

hands 
His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands 
York, I'll not be by, the while : My liege, 
well : 
What will ensue hereof, there's none can tell ; 
But by bad courses may be understood. 
That their events can never fall out good. [ 
K,Rich, Go, Bushy, to the earl of Will 
straight ; 
Bid him repair to us to Ely-house, 
To see this business : To-morrow next 
We will for Ireland ; and 'tiB time, \ Vrovr : 

9 C^^laiin possevs'iou ; aXavi letm. 
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And we create, in absence of ourself, 
Our uncle York lord governor of England, 
For he is just, and always lov'd us well. — 
Come on, our queen : to-morrow must we part ; 
Be merry, for our time of stay is short. [Flourish, 
[Exeunt King, Queen, Bushy, Aumerle, 
Green, and Bagot. 
North. Well, lords, the duke of Lancaster is dead. 
Rom. And living too ; for now his son is duke. 
fVillo. Barely in title, not in revenue. 
North. Richly in both, if justice had her right. 
Ross. My heart is great ; but it must break with 
silence, 
Ere't be disburdened with a liberal tongue. 

North. Nay, speak thy mind ; and let him ne'er 
speak more. 
That speaks thy words again, to do thee harm ! 
Wilto. Tends that thou'dst speak, to the duke of 
Hereford ? 
If it be so, out with it boldly, man ; 
Quick is mine ear to hear of good towards him. 
Ross, No good at all, that I can do for him ; 
Unless you call it good to pity him, 
i^tript and berefl of all his patrimony. 
North. Now, afore heaven, 'tis shame, such 
wrongs are borne. 
In him a royal prince, and many more 
Of noble blood in this declining land. 
The king is not himself, but basely led 
By flatterers ; and what they will inform, 
Merely in hate, 'gainst any of us all, 
That will the king severely prosecute 
'Gainst us, our lives, our children, and our heirs. 
Ross. The commons hath he pill'd-^ with grievous 
taxes. 
And lost their hearts ; the nobles hath he fin'd 
For ancient quarrels, and quite lost their hearts. 

9 Pillaged. 
E 2 
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Willo, And daily new exactions are devia'd ; 
As blanks, benevolences, and 1 wot not what : 
But what, in heaven*s name, doth become of this ? 

North, Wars have not wasted it, for warr'd he 
hath not. 
But basely yielded upon compromise 
That which his ancestors achiev'd with blows : 
More hath he spent in peace, than they in wan. 

Ross, The earl of Wiltshire hath the realm in 
farm. 

IVillo. The king's grown bankrupt, like a broken 
man. 

North. Reproach, and dissolution, hangeth over 
him. 

Ross. He hath not money for these Irish wars. 
His burdenous taxations notwithstanding. 
But by the robbing of the banish'd duke. 

North. His noble kinsman : most degenerate king! 
But, lords, we hear this fearful tempest sing. 
Yet seek no shelter to avoid the storm : 
We see the wind sit sore upon our sails. 
And yet we strike not, but securely perish. ^ 

Ross, We see the very wreck that we must sutt'er; 
And unavoided is the danger now. 
For suffering so the causes of our wreck. 

North, Not so ; even through the hollow eyes of 
death, 
I spy life peering; but I dare not say 
How near the tidings of our comfort is. 

fVUlo, Nay let us share thy thoughts, as thou 
dost ours. 

Ross. Be confident to speak, Northumberland : 
We three are but thyself; and speaking so, 
Thy words are but as thoughts ; therefore, be bold. 

North, Then thus : — I have from Port le Blanc, 
a bay 

' Perish by confidence in our security. 
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In Britanny, received intelligence, 

That Harry Hereford, Reignold lord Cobham, 

[The son of Richard Earl of Arundel,] 

That late broke from the duke of Exeter, 

His brother, archbishop late of Canterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, sir John Ramston, 

Sir John Norbery, sir Robert Waterton, and Francis 

Quoint, 

All these well furnished by the duke of Bretagne, 
With eisht tall^ ships, three thousand men of war, 
Are making hither with all due expedience,^ 
And shortly mean to touch our northern shore : 
Perhaps, they had ere this ; but that they stay 
The first departing of the king for Ireland. 
If then, we shall shake off our slavish yoke, 
Imp^ out our drooping country's broken wing. 
Redeem from broking pawn the blemish'd crown, 
Wipe off the dust that hides our scepter's gilt,^ 
And make high majesty look like itself. 
Away, with me, in post to Ravenspurg : 
But if you faint, as fearing to do so, 
Stay, and be secret, and myself will go. 
Ross. To horse, to horse ! urge doubts to them 
that fear. 
\ WiUo, Hold out my horse, and I will first be 
I there. lExeunli 

SCENE II. 

r The same. A Room in the Palace. 

r 

't Enter Queen, Bushy, and Bagot. 

^^ 

Bushy. Madam, your majesty is too much sad : 

. ^ You promis'd, when you parted with the king, 

^^ To lay aside life-harming heaviness, 

And entertain a cheerful disposition. 

"Stoiii. ^Expedition. * Supply w\l\\ tvcvj 'icsxtVvet* 

* Gildinc. 
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Queeti. To please the king, I did; to please myself, 
I cannot do it ; yet I know no cause 
Why I should welcome such a guest as grief, 
Save bidding farewell to so sweet a guest 
As my sweet Richard : Yet, again, methinks. 
Some unborn sorrow, ripe in fortune's womb. 
Is coming towards me ; and my inward soul 
With nothing trembles : at something it grieves. 
More than with parting from my lord the king. 

Bushy. Each substance of a grief hath twenty 
shadows. 
Which show like grief itself, but are not so : 
For sorrow's eye, glazed with blinding tears. 
Divides one thing entire to many objects ; 
Like perspectives^, which, rightly gaz'd upon, , 
Show nothing but confusion ; ey d awry. 
Distinguish form : so your sweet majesty. 
Looking awry upon your lord*s departure. 
Find shapes of grief, more than himself, to wail ; 
Which, look'd on as it is, is nought but shadows 
Of what it is not. Then, thrice-gracious queen. 
More than your lord's departure weep not ; more's 

not seen : 
Or if it be, 'tis with false sorrow's eye, 
Which, for things true, weeps things imaginary. 

Queen. It may be so ; but yet my inward soul 
Persuades me, it is otherwise : Howe'er it be, 
I cannot but be sad ; so heavy sad, 
As, — though in thinking, on no thought I think, — 
Makes nie with heavy nothing faint and shrink. 

Bushy. 'Tis nothing but conceit^, my gracious 
lady. 

Queen. 'Tis nothing less : conceit is still deriv'd 
From some fore-father grief; mine is not so; 
For nothing hath begot my something grief; 
Or something hath the nothing that I grieve : 
Tis in reversion that I do possess; 

*• ]*ictiiics. ' Fanciful conception. 
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But what it is, that is not yet known ; what 
I cannot name ; 'tis nameless woe^ I wot.^ 

Enter Green. 

Green. Heaven save your majesty! — and well 
met, gentlemen : — 
I hope, the king is not yet shipped for Ireland. 

Queen. Why hop'st thou so? 'tis better hope, he is ; 
For his designs crave haste, h*is haste good hope ; 
Then wherefore dost thou hope, he is not shipp'd ? 
Green. That he, our hope, might have retired his 
powV, 
And driven into despair an enemy's hope, 
Who strongly hath set footing in this land : 
The banish'd Bolingbroke repeals himself, 
And with uplifted arms is safe arriv'd 
At Ravenspurg. 
Qjueen. Now God in heaven forbid ! 

Green. O, madam, 'tis too true: and that is 
worse, — 
The lord Northumberland, his young son Henry 

Percy, 
The lords of Ross, Beaumond, and Willoughby, 
With all their powerful friends, are fled to him. 
Bushy. Why have you not proclaim'd Northum- 
berland, 
And all the rest of the revolting faction 
Traitors ? 

Green. We have : whereon the earl of Worcester 
Hath broke his staff, resigned his stewardship. 
And all the household servants fled with him 
To Bolingbroke. 

Qjueen. So, Green, thou art the midwife to my woe, 
And Bolingbroke my sorrow's dismal heir : 
Now hath my soul brought forth her prodigy ; 

*' Know. 



2)6 KING RICHARD II. [aCT U 

Arid I, a gasping new-deliver'd mother, 
Have woe to woe, sorrow to sorrow join'd. 

Bushy. Despair not, madam. 

Q,ueen. Who shall hinder mei 

1 will despair, and be at enmity 
With cozening hope ; he is a flatterer. 
A parasite, a keeper-back of death, 
Who gently would dissolve the bands of life. 
Which false hope lingers in extremity. 

Enter York. 

Green. Here comes the duke of York. 

Queen. With signs of war about his aged neck ; 
O, full of careful business are his looks ! — — > 
Uncle, 
For heaven's sake, speak comfortable words. 

York. Should I do so, I should belie my thoughU 
Comfort's in heaven ; and we are on the earth. 
Where nothing lives but crosses, care, and grieL 
Your husband he is gone to save far off, 
Whilst others come to make him lose at home : 
Here am I lefl to underprop his land ; 
Who, weak with age, cannot support myself;—— 
Now comes the sick hour that his surfeit made ; 
Now shall he try his friends that flatter'd him. 

Enter a Servant. 



Serv. My lord, your son was gone before I o 
York. He was? — Why, s«! — go all which 



caoM 
wa; 
it will! 
The nobles they are fled, the commons cold, 
And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford's side. 
Sirrah, ^ 

Get thee to Flashy, to my sister Gloster : 
Bid her send me presently a thousand pound :<^ 
Hold, take my ring. 
Serv. My lord, 1 had forgot lo V^W -^q^xXw^M 
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To-day, as i came by, I called there ; 
But 1 shall grieve you to report the rest. 
York. What is it, knave ? 
Serv. An hour before I came, the duchess died. 
York. God for his mercy ! what a tide of woes 
Comes rushing on this woeful land at once ! 
I know not what to do : — I would to heaven, 
(So my untruth^ had not provoked him to it,) 
The king had cut off my head with my brother's. — 
What, are there posts despatched for Ireland?— 
How shall we do for money for these wars? — 
Come, sister, — cousin, I would say, pray, pardon 

me. — 
Go, fellow, [to the Servant.] get thee home, pro- 
vide some carts. 
And bring away the armour that is there. — 

[Exit Servant.' 
Gentlemen, will you go muster men? if I know 
How, or which way, to order these affairs. 
Thus thrust disorderly into my hands. 
Never believe me. Both are my kinsmen ; — 
The one's my sovereign, whom both my oath 
And duty bids defend ; the other again, 
Is my kinsman, whom the king hath wrong'd ; 
Whom conscience and my kindred bids to right. 
Well, somewhat we must do. — Come, cousin, Fll 
Dispose of you : — Go, muster up your men, 
And meet me presently at Berkley-castle. 
1 should to Plashy too ; — 
But time will not permit: — All is uneven, 
And every thing is left at six and seven. • 

[Exeunt York and Queen. 
Bushi/. The wind sits fair for news to go to Ire- 
land, 
But none returns. For us to levy power, 
Proportionable to the enemy, 
h all impossible. 

" Disloyalty. 
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Green, Besides, our nearness to the king in U 
Is near the hate of those love not the king. 

BagoU And that*s the wavering commons : 
their love 
Lies in their purses ; and whoso empties them, 
By so much fills their hearts with deadly hate. 

Bushy. Wherein the king stands generally i 
demn'd. 

BagoU If judgment lie in them, then so do ¥ 
Because we ever have been near the king. 

Green, Well, I'll for refuge straight to Bri 
castle ; 
The earl of Wiltshire is already there. 

Bushy, Thither will I with you : for little oi 
The hateful commons will perform for us ; 
Except like curs to tear us all to pieces. ■ ■ 
Will you go along with us? 

Bagot, No ; Til to Ireland to his majesty. 
Farewell : if heart's presages be not vain, 
We three here part, that ne'er shall meet agaii 

Bushy, That's as York thrives to beat fa 
BoUngbroke. 

Green. Alas, poor duke ! the task he underti 
Is — numb ring sands, and drinking oceans dry 
Where one on his side fights, thousands will £} 

Bushy, Farewell at once ; for once, for all, 
ever. 

Green, Well, we may meet again. 

Bagot, I fear me, ne' 

SCENE III. 

The Wilds in Glostershire. 

1^,: Enter Bolinobroke and Northumberland 

with Forces, 

Boling* How far is it, ray Vord, Vo ^exkley nc 
^orih, BeJieve me, noble \otd, 



I 

.1 
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I am a stranger here in Glostershire. 
These high wild hills, and rough uneven ways, 
Draw out our miles, and make them wearisome : 
And yet your fair discourse hath been as sugar, 
Making the hard way sweet and delectable. 
But, I bethink me, what a weary way 
From Ravenspurg to Cotswold, will be found 
In Ross and Willoughby, wanting your company ; 
Which, I protest, hath very much beguil'd 
The tediousness and process of my travel : 
But theirs is sweeten'd with the hope to have 
The present benefit which I possess : 
And hope to joy, is little less in joy. 
Than hope enjoy 'd : by this the weary lords 
Shall make their way seem short; as mine hath done 
By sight of what I have, your noble company. 
BoUng. Of much less value is my company, 
Than your good words. But who comes here ? 

Enter Harry Percy. 

North, It is my son, young Harry Percy, 
Sent from my brother Worcester, whencesoever. — 
Harry, how fares your uncle ? 

Percy. 1 have thought, my lord, to have leam'd 
his health of you. 

North. Why, is he not with the queen ? 

Percy. No, my good lord ; he hath forsook the 
court, 
Broken his staff of office, and dispersed 
The household of the king. 

North. What was his reason ? 

He was not so resolv*d, when last we spake together. 

Percy. Because your lordship was proclaimed 
traitor. 
But he my lord, is gone to Ravenspurg, 
To offer service to the duke of Hereford ; 
And sent me o*er by Berkley, to discovet 
What power the duke o£ York had levied xS^ete % 
27ien with direction to repair to Ravetva^xix^. 
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North. Have you forget the duke of Herefoi 
boy? 

Percy. No my good lord ; for that is not forgi 
Which ne*er I (ud remember ! to my knowledge 
I never in my life did look on him. 

North. Then learn to know him now ; this is t 
duke. 

Percy. My gracious lord, I tender vou my servic 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, ana young ; 
Which elder days shall ripen and confirm 
To more approved service and desert. 

Boling. I thank thee, gentle Percy ; and be sui 
I count myself in nothing else so happy, 
As in a soul rememb'ring my good friends ; 
And, as my fortune ripens with thy love, 
It shall be still thy true love's recompense : 
My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus seals 

North. How far is it to Berkley ? And what tl 
Keeps good old York there, with his men of war 

Percy. There stands the castle, by yon tuft 
trees, 
Mann'd with three hundred men, as I have hean 
And in it are the lords of York, Berkley, and Se; 

mour; 
None else of name, and noble estimate. 

Enter Ross and Willouohby. 

North. Here come the lords of Ross and Wi 
loughby. 
Bloody with spurring, fiery-red with haste. 
Boling. Welcome, my lords : I wot *, your loY 
pursues 
A banish'd traitor ; all my treasury 
Is yet but unfelt thanks, which, more enrich'd, 
Shall be your love and labour's recompense. 
/iass. Your presence makes us rich, most doU 
lord. 

* KnoYT. 
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JViUo. And far surmounts our labour to attain it. 
Baling. Evermore thanks, the exchequer of the 

Soor ; 
my infant fortune comes to years, 
Stand for my bounty. But who comes here ? 

Enter Berkley. 

North. It is my lord of Berkley, as I guess. 

Berk. My lord of Hereford, my message is to you. 

BoUng. My lord, my answer is — to Lancaster ; 
And I am come to seek that name in England : 
And I must find that title in your tongue, 
Before I make reply to aught you say. 

Berk. Mistake me not, my lord; 'tis not my 
meaning, 
To raze one title of your honour out : — 
To you, my lord, J come, (what lord you will,) 
From the most elorious regent of this land, 
The Duke of l^rk ; to know, what pricks you on 
To take advantage of the absent time,^ 
And fright our native peace with self-bom arms. 

Enter York attended. 

BoUng. I shall not need transport my words by 
you. 
Here comes his grace in person. — My noble uncle ! 

[^Kneels. 
York. Show me thy humble heart, and not thy 
knee, 
Whose duty is deceivable and false. 
Boling. My gracious uncle ! — 
York. Tut, tut! 
Grace me no grace, nor uncle me no uncle : 
I am no traitor's uncle ; and that word — grace, 
In an ungracious mouth, is but profane. 

« Tunc of the king's abset\ce* 

VOL. V. p 



42 KING RICHARD II. [aCT 11. 

Why have those |)aiu8h*d and forbidden legs 
Dar d once to touch a dust of England's ground ? 

But then more why ; Why have they dar*d to 

march 
So many miles upon her peaceful bosom ; 
Frighting her pale-fac'd villages with war. 
And ostentation of despised arms ? 
Com'st thou because the anointed king is hence ? 
Why, foolish boy, the king is left behind. 
And in my loyal bosom lies his power. 
Were I but now the lord of such hot youth. 
As when brave Graunt, thy father, and myself. 
Rescued the black Prince, that young Mars of men. 
From forth the ranks of many thousand FV^nch ; 
O, then, how quickly should this arm of mine. 
Now prisoner to the palsy, chastise thee. 
And minister correction to thy fault ! 

Bolingn My gracious uncle, let me know my fault; 
On what condition stands it, and wherein ? 

York. Even in condition of the worst degree, — - 
In gross rebellion, and detested treason : 
Thou art a banished man, and here art come. 
Before the expiration of thy time. 
In braving arms against thy sovereign. 

Boiing. As I was banish d, I was banish*d Here- 
ford; 
But as I come, I come for Lancaster. 
And, noble uncle, I beseech your grace. 
Look on my wrongs with an indifferent^ eye : 
You are my father, for, methinks, in you 
I see old Gaunt alive ; O, then, my father ! 
Will you permit that I shall stand condemned 
A wand'ring vagabond ; my rights and royalties 
Pluck'd from my arms perforce, and given away 
To upstart unthrifls ? Wherefore was I born ? 
If that my cousin king be king of England, 
It mmt be granted, I am duke of Lancaster. 

^ Impartial. 
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You have a son, Aumerle, my noble kiiiBman ; 
Had you first died, and he had been thus trod down, 
He should have found his uncle Gaunt a father, 
To rouse his wrongs'^, and chase them to the bay. 
I am denied to sue my livery^ here, 
And yet my letters-patent give me leave : 
My father's goods are all distrained, and sold ; 
And these, and all, are all amiss employ *d. 
What would you have me do ? I am a subject, 
And challenge law : Attomies are denied me ; 
And therefore personally I lay my claim 
To my inheritance of free descent. 
North. The noble duke hath been too much 

abus'd. 
Ross. It stands your grace upon^, to do him right. 
WiUo, Base men by his endowments are made 

great. 
York, My lords of England, let me tell you this, — 
I have had feeling of my cousin's wrongs. 
And laboured all I could to do him right : 
But in this kind to come, in braving arms, 
Be his own carver, and cut out his way. 
To find out right with wrong, — it may not be ; 
And vou, that do abet him in this kind, 
Chensh rebellion, and are rebels all. 

North. The noble duke hath sworn, his coming is 
But for his own : and, for the right of that, 
We all have strongly sworn to give him aid ; 
And let him ne'er see joy, that breaks that oath. 

York. Well, well, I see the issue of these arms ; 
1 cannot mend it, I must needs confess. 
Because my power is weak, and all ill left : 
But, if I could, by him that gave me life, 
I would attach you all, and make you stoop 
Unto the sovereign mercy of the king ; 
But, since I cannot, be it known to you, 

^ The persons who wrong him. 
* ^ossessioD of my /and, &c. • It u yout mVwwX- 

F 2 



44 KINO RICHARD II. [ACT 

I do remain as neuter. So, fare you well ; — 
Unless you please to enter in the castle. 
And there repose you for this night. 

Boling. An o£Per, uncle, that we will accept. 
But we must win your grace, to go with us 
To Bristol castle ; whi(%, they say, is held 
By Bushy, Bagot, and their complices, 
Tne caterpillars of the commonwealth. 
Which I have sworn to weed, and pluck away. 

York* It may be, I will go with you:— but j 
ni pause ; 
For I am loatn to break our country's laws. 
Nor friends, nor foes, to me welcome you are : 
Things past redress, are now with me past care. 



SCENE IV. 

A Camp in Wales. 

Enter Salisbury, and a Captain. 

Copt* My lord of Salisbury, we have staid t 
days. 
And hardly kept our countrymen together, 
And yet we hear no tidings from the king : 
Therefore we will disperse ourselves : farewell. 
SaL Stay yet another day, thou trusty Well 
man; 
The king reposeth all his confidence 
In thee. 

Copf. *Tis thought, the king is dead; we will n 
stay. 
The bay-trees in our country are all withered. 
And meteors fright the fixed stars of heaven ; 
The pale-fac*d moon looks bloody on the earthy 
And lean-look*d prophets whisper fearful changf 
Rich men look sad, and Tu&an& daiic«& %sid lea^- 
Tbe one, in fear to lose wY\at tV\e\ exi\«^N 
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The other, to enjoy by rage and war : 
These signs forerun the death or fall of kings. — 
Farewell ; our countrymen are gone and fled, 
As well assur'd, Richard their king is dead. lExit. 
SaL Ah, Richard ! with the eyes of heavy mind, 
I see thy glory, like a shooting star, 
Fall to the base earth from the firmament ! 
Thy sun sets weeping in the lowly west. 
Witnessing storms to come, woe, and unrest : 
Thy friends are 'fled, to wait upon thy foes ; 
And crossly to thy good all fortune goes. [Exit, 



ACT THE THIRD. 

SCENE I. 

Bolingbroke'f Camp at Bristol. 

Enter Bolingbroke, York, Northumberland, 
Percy, Willoughby, Ross: Officers behind 
toith Bushy and Green, prisoners. 

Baling, Bring forth these men. — 
Bushy, and Green, I will not vex your souls 
(Since presently your souls must part your bodies,) 
With too much urging your pernicious lives. 
For 'twere no charity : yet, to wash your blood 
From oflF my hands, here in the view of men, 
I will unfold some causes of your death. 
You have misled a prince, a royal king, 
A happy gentleman in blood and lineaments. 
By you unhappied and disfigur'd clean* ^ 
You have, in manner^ with your smfuWvowx^^ 

7 Completely. 
F 3 
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Made a divorce betwixt his queen and him ; 
Broke the possession of a royal bed, 
And stain'd the beauty of a fair queen's cheeks 
With tears drawn from her eyes by your foul wrongs. 
Myself— a prince, by fortune of my birth ; 
Near to the kine in blood ; and near in love, 
Till you did md^e him misinterpret me, — 
Have stoop'd my neck under your injuries. 
And sigh*d my English breath in foreign clouds, 
Eating the bitter bread of banishment : 
Whilst you have fed upon my signories, 
Disparl^*d my parks, and fell d my forest woods ; 
From my own windows torn my household coat, 
Raz*d out my impress, leaving me no sigpa, ^ 
Save men's opinions, and my living blood, — 
To show the world I am a gentleman. 
This, and much more, much more than twice all this, 
Condemns you to the death : — See them delivered 

over 
To execution and the hand of death. 

Bushy. More welcome is the stroke of death to me, 
Than Bolingbroke to England. 

Green, My comfort is, — that heaven will take 
our souls. 
And plague injustice. 
BoliHg. My Lord Northumberland, see them de« 
spatch'd. 
lExcunt Northumberland and oikerst 
with Prisoners. 
Uncle, you say, the queen is at your house ; 
For heaven*s sake, fairly let her be entreated : 
Tell her, 1 send to her my kind commends ; 
Take special care my greetings be deliver'd. 

York, A gentleman of mine I have despatch'd 
With letters of your love to her at large. 

Boling, Thanks, gentle uncle. — Come, lord% 
away ; 
To fight with Glendower ai\dVu%QQ!nv^\^«»\ 
Awbue to work, and, after, \\o\\0^vin« \E»»ijA* 
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SCENE II. 

The Coast of Wales, A Castle in viexv. 

Flourish : Drums and Trumpets. Enter King 
Richard, Bishop of Carlisle, Aumerle, and 
Soldiers. 

K. Rich. Barkloughly castle call you this at hand? 

Aum. Yea, my lord : How brooks your grace the 
air, 
After late tossine on the breaking seas ? 

K. Rich. 'Seeds must I like it well ; I weep for 
joy, 

To stand upon my kingdom once again. 

Dear earth, I do salute thee with my hand. 
Though rebels woimd thee with their horses' hoofs ; 
As a long parted mother with her child 
Plays fondly with her tears, and smiles in meeting ; 
So, weeping, smiling, greet I thee, my earth. 
And do thee favour with my royal hands. 
Feed not thy sovereign's foe, my gentle earth. 
Nor with thy sweets comfort his rav'nous sense. 
But let thy spiders, that suck up thy venom. 
And heavy-gaited toads^ lie in their way ; 
Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet. 
Which with usurping steps do trample thee. 
Yield stinging nettles to mine enemies ^. ■-- 
And when they from thy bosom pluck a flower, 
(luard it, I pray thee, with a lurking adder ; 
WTiose double tongue may with a mortal touch 

Throw death upon thy sovereign's enemies. 

Mock not my senseless conjuration, lords ; 
This earth shall have a feeling, and these stones 
Prove armed soldiers, ere her native king 
Shall falter under foul rebellious arms. 

Car. Fear not, my lord ; that Power, that made 
you king, 
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Hath power to keep you king, in spite of all. 
The means that heaven yielcb must be embrac'd, 
And not neglected ; else, if heaven would, 
And we will not, heaven's offer we refuse ; 
The proffer'd means of succour and redress. 

Aum. He means my lord, that we are too remiss ; 
Whilst Bolingbroke, Uirough our security. 
Grows strong and great, in substance and in friends. 

K.Rich. Discomfortable cousin! know'st thou 
not. 
That when the searching eye of heaven is hid 
Behind the globe, and lights the lower world. 
Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen, 
In murders, and in outrage, bloody here ; 
But when, from under this terrestrial ball, 
He -fires the proud tops of the eastern pines, 
And darts his light through every guilty hole, 
Then murders, treasons, and detested sms. 
The cloak of night being pluck'd from off Iheir 

backs. 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themselves ? 
So when this thief, this traitor, Bolingbroke, — 
Who all this while hath revelFd in the night. 
Whilst we were wandering with the antipodes,— 
Shall see us rising in our throne the east. 
His treasons will sit blushing in his face. 
Not able to endure the sight of day. 
But self-afirighted, tremble at his sin. 
Not all the water in the rough rude sea \ 

Can wash the balm from an anointed king : 
The breath of worldly men cannot depose 
The deputy elected by the Lord : 
For every man that Bolingbroke hath press'd. 
To lift shrewd steel against our golden crown, 
God for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 
A glorious angel : then, if angels fight. 
Weak men must fall ; for heaven still guards the 
right. 
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Enter Salisbury. 

Welcome, my lord ; How far off lies your power ? 

Sal, Nor near, nor further off, my gracious lord, 
Than this weak arm : Discomfort guides my tongue. 
And bids me speak of nothing but despair. 
One day too late, I fear, my noble lord, 
Hath clouded all thy happy days on earth : 
O, call back yesterday, bid time return. 
And thou shalt have twelve thousand fighting men ! 
To-day, to-day, unhappy day, too late, 
O'erthrows thy joys, friends, fortune, and thy state ; 
For all the Welshmen, hearing thou wert dead, 
Are gone to Bolingbroke, dispersed, and fled. 

Aum. Comfort, my liege : why looks your grace 
so pale ? 

K* Rich, But now, the blood of twenty thousand 
men 

Did triumph in my face, and they are fled ; 
And till so much blood thither come again. 

Have I not reason to look pale and dead ? 
All souls that will be safe fly from my side ; 
For time hath set a blot upon my pride. 

Autn, Comfort, my liege ; remember who you are. 

K.Rich. I had forgot myself: am I not king? 
Awake, thou sluggard majesty ! thou sleep'st. 
Is not the king's name forty thousand names ? 
Arm, arm, my name, a puny subject strikes 
At thy great glory. — Look not to the ground. 
Ye favourites of a king ; Are we not high ? 
High be our thoughts : I know, my uncle York 
Hath power enough to serve our turn. But who 
Conies here? 

Enter Scroop. 

Scroop. More health and happiness betide my 
liege. 
Than can my care-tun'd tongue deliver him. 
K. Rich. Mine ear is open, and my heart prepar*d ; . 
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The worst is worldly loss, thou can*st unfold. 
Say, is my kingdom lost ? why, *twas my care ; 
And what loss is it, to be rid of care ? 
Strives Bolingbroke to be as great as we ? 
Greater he shall not be ; if he serve God, 
We'll serve him too, and be his fellow so : 
Revolt our subjects ? that we cannot mend ; 
They break their faith to God, as well as us : 
Cry, woe, destruction, ruin, loss, decay ; 
The worst is — death, and death will have his day. 

Scroop, Glad am I, that your highness is so arm'd 
To bear the tidings of calamity. 
Like an unseasonable stormy day. 
Which makes the silver rivers drown their shores, 
As if the world were all dissolved to. tears ; 
So high above his limits swells the rage 
Of Bolingbroke, covering your fearful land • 
With hard bright steel, and hearts harder tnan steel. 
White beards have arm*d their thin and hairless 

scalps 
Against thy majesty ; boys, with women's voices, 
Strive to speak big, and clap their female joints 
In stiff unwieldy arms against thy crown : 
Thy very beadsmen learn to bend their bows 
Of double-fatal yew against thy state ; 
Yea, distaff-women manage rusty bills 
Against thy seat : both young and old rebel. 
And all goes worse than I have power to tell. 

AT. Rich. Too well, too well, thou telFst a tale so ill. 
Where is the earl of Wiltshire ? where is Bagot ? 
What is become of Bushy ? where is Green ? ' 
That they have let the dangerous enemy 
Measure our confines with such peaceful steps ? 
If we prevail, their heads shall pay for it. 
I warrant, they have made peace with Bolingbroke. 

Scroop. Peace have they made with him, indeed, 
my lord. 

K. Rich. O villains, vipers, lost without redemp- 
tion ! 
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Doss, easily won to fawn on any man ! 
SniJceSy in my heart-blood warm'd, that sting my 
heart ! 

Scroop, Sweet love, I see, changing his property, 
Turns to the sourest and most deadly hate : — 
Again uncurse their souls ; their peace is made 
With heads, and not with hands : those whom you 

curse 
Have felt the worst of death's destroying wound. 
And lie full low, graved in the hollow ground. 

Aum. Is Bushy, Green, and the earl of Wiltshire 
dead? 

Scroop, Yea, all of them at Bristol lost their heads. 

-^Miii. Where is the duke my father with his power? 

IC Rich, No matter where ; of comfort no man 
speak: 
Let's talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs ; 
Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes 
Write sorrow on the bosom of the eartn. 
Let's choose executors, and talk of wills : 
And yet not so, — for what can we bequeath. 
Save our deposed bodies to the ground ? 
Our lands, our lives, and all are Bolingbroke's, 
And nothing can we call our own, but death ; 
And that small model of the barren earth. 
Which serves as paste and cover to our bones. 
For heaven's sake, let us sit upon the ground. 
And tell sad stories of the death of kings : — 
How some have been deposed, some slain in war ; 
Some haunted by the ghosts they have depos'd ; 
Some poison 'd by their wives, some sleeping kill'd; 
All murder'd : — For within the hollow crown, 
That rounds the mortal temples of a king, 
Keeps death his court ; and there the antick sits, 
Scoffing his state, and grinning at his pomp ; 
Allowing him a breath, a little scene 
To monarchize, be feared, and kill with looks 
Waging him with self and vain conceit, — 
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As if this flesh, which walls about our life, 

Were brass impregnable ; and humour' d tJius, 

Comes at the last, and with a little pin 

Bores through his castle wall, and — farewell king ! 

Cover your heads, and mock not flesh and blood 

With solemn reverence ; throw away respect, 

Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty. 

For you have but mistook me all this while : 

I live with bread like you, feel want, taste grief, 

Need friends : — Subjected thus. 

How can you say to me — I am a king ? 

Car. My lord, wise men ne*er wail their present 
woes. 
But presently prevent the ways to wail. 
To fear the foe, since fear oppresseth strength. 
Gives, in your weakness, strength unto your foe, 
And so your follies fight against yourself. 
Fear, and be slain ; no worse can come, to fight : 
And fight and die, is death destroying death ; 
Where fearing dying, pays death servile breath. 

Aum. My father hath a power, enquire of him ; 
And learn to make a body of a limb. 

K. Rich, Thou chid'st me well : — Proud Boling- 
broke, I come 
To change blows with thee for our day of doom. 
This ague-fit of fear is overblown ; 

An easy task it is to win our own. 

Say, Scroop, where lies our uncle with his power ? 
Speak sweetly, man, although thy looks be sour. 

Scroop, Men judge by the complexion of the sky 

The state and inclination of the day : 
So may you by my dull and heavy eye. 

My tongue hath but a heavier tale to say. 
I play the torturer, by small and small, 
To lengthen out the worst that must be spoken :— > 
Your uncle York hath join'd with Bolingbroke ; 
And all your northern castles yielded up. 
And all your southern gentlemen in arms 
Upon his party. 
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K, Rich, Thou hast said enough.- 

Beshrew thee, cousin, which did lead me forth 

ITo AUMERLE. 

Of that sweet way I was in to despair ! 

What say you now? what comfort have we now? 

By heaven, 111 hate him everlastingly, 

Tiiat bids me be of comfort any more. 

Go, to Flint castle ; there I'll pine away ; 

A king, woe*s slave, shall kingly woe obey. 

That power I have, discharge ; and let them go 

To ear^ the land that hath some hope to grow. 

For I have none : — Let no man speak again 

To alter this, for counsel is but vain. 

Aum. My liege, one word. 

K. Rich, He does me double wrong. 

That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue. 
Discharge my followers, let them hence; — Away, 
From Richard's night, to Bolingbroke's fair day. 

{^Exeunt, 

SCENE III. 

Wales. Before Flint Castle, 

Entery with Drum and Colours, Bolingbroke and 
Forces; York, Northumberland, and others, 

Bolins, So that by this intelligence we learn. 
Hie Welshmen are dispersed ; and Salisbury 
Is gone to meet the king, who lately landea. 
With some few private friends upon this coast. 

North, The news is very fair and good, my lord ; 
Richard, not far from hence, hath hid his head. 

York. It would beseem the lord Northumber- 
land, 
To say — kmg Richard:— Alack the heavy day^ 
When such a sacred king should hide lua rve^diX 

» Plough. 

VOL. V. ^ 
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North. Your grace miatakes me; only to be 
Left I his title out. 

York. The time hath been. 

Would you have been so brief with him he w( 
Have been so brief with you, to shorten you, 
For taking so the head, your whole head a len 

Baling. Mistake not, uncle, further than 
should. 

Yori. Take not, good couun, further thai 
should, 
Leat you mistake : The heavena are o'er your . 

Baling. I know it, uncle ; and oppose not 
Myaelf against their Wilt. — But who comes h< 

Enter Percy. 

Well, Harry ; what, will not this castle yield? 

Percy. The castle royally is maiin'd, my lor 
Against thy entrance. 

Baling. Royally ! 

Why, it contains no king ? 

Percy. Yes, mv good la 

It doth contain a king : king Richara lies 
Withing the limits of yon lime and stone ; 
And with him are the lord Aumerle, lord Salisl 
Sir Stephen Scroop ; besides a clergyman 
Of holy reverence, who, I cannot learn. 

North. Belike it is the bishop of Carlisle. 

Boling. Noble lord, [To No 

Go to the rude ribs of that ancient castle ; 
Through brazen trumpet send the breath of p 
Into his ruin'd ears, and thus deliver, 
Harry Bolingbroke 

On both hia knees doth kias king Richard's ha 
And aenda allegiance, and true faith of heart, 
To his most royal person : hither come 
Even at his feet to lay my arms and power; 
J^ovided that, my baniahmenl TC^iettYi, 
And lands restor'd again, be tYeeX'j ^toA«4-. 
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If not, I'll use the advantage of my power, 
And lay the summer's dust with showers of blood, 
Elain'd from the wounds of slaughtered Elnglishmen : 
rhe which, how far off from the mind of Boling- 

broke 
[t is, such crimson tempest should bedrench 
The fresh green lap of fair king Richard's land, 
My stooping duty tenderly shall sho\f . 
Gro, signify as much ; while here we march 
Upon the grassy carpet of this plaih. — 

[Northumberland advances to the 
Castle^ toith a Trumpet. 
Let's march without the noise of threat'nmg drum, 
That from the castle's totter' d battlements 
Our fair appohitments may be well perus'd. 
Methinks, king Richard and myself should meet 
With no less terror than the elements 
Of fire and water, when their thund'ring shock 
At meeting tears the cloudy cheeks of heaven. 
Be he the fire, I'll be the yielding water : 
The rage be his while on the earth I rain 
My waters ; on the earth, and not on him. 
March on, and mark king Richard how he looks. 

A parte sounded^ and ansxvered by another Trumpet 
within. Flourish. Enter on the walls King 
Richard, the Bishop of Carlisle, Aumerle, 
Scroop, and Salisbury. 

York. See, see, king Richard doth himself appear, 
As doth the blushing discontented sun 
From out the fiery portal of the east ; 
When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 
To dim his glory, and to stain the track 
Of his bright passage to the Occident. 
Yet looks ne like a king ; behold, his eye. 
As bright as is the eagle's, lightens forth, 
Controllii^ majesty; AJack, alack, for woe. 
That any harm should stain so fair a ihovr \ 

G 2 
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'• K, Rich, We are amaz'd ; and thus long havei 

j stood 

I To watch the fearful bending of thy knee^ 

[7*0 NORTHUMBSRLAI 

Because we thought ourself thy lawful king : 
And if we be, how dare thy joints forget 
To pay their awful duty to our presence ? 
If we be not, show us the hand of God 
That hath dismissed us from our stewardship ; 
For well we know, no hand of blood and bone 
Can gripe the sacred handle of our scepter, 
Unless he do profane, steal, or usurp. 
And though you think, that all, as you have do 
Have torn their souls, by turning them from us, 
And we are barren, and berefl of friends ; -^— * 
Yet know, — my master, God omnipotent, 
Is must'ring in his clouds, on our behalf. 
Armies of pestilence ; and they shall strike 
Your children yet unborn, and unbegot. 
That lift your vassal hands against my head, 
And threat the glory of my precious crown. 
Tell Bolingbroke, (K>r yond*, methinks, he is,) 
That every stride he makes upon my land. 
Is dangerous treason : He is come to ope 
The purple testament of bleedine war ; 
But ere the crown he looks for live in peace. 
Ten thousand bloody crowns of mother's sons 
Shall ill become the flower of England's face ; 
Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace 
To scarlet indignation, and bedew 
Her pastures' grass with faithful English blood 
North. The king of heaven forbid, our lord 

king 
Should so with civil and uncivil arms 

Be rush'd upon ; Thy thrice-noble cousin, 

Harry Bolingbroke, doth humbly kiss thy hand 

And by the honourable tomb he swears, 

That stands upon thy royaV ^Tocad&vre's. bones; 

And by the royalties o£ not\\ -yovw \Aq^^%^ 
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Currents that spring from one most gracious head; 
And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt ; 
And by the worth and honour of himself, 
Comprising all that may be sworn or said, — 
His coming hither hath no further scope. 
Than for his lineal royalties, and to beg 
Enfranchisement immediate on his knees : 
Which on thy royal party granted once. 
His glittering arms he will commend to rust, 
His barbed steeds to stables, and his heart 
To faithful service of your majesty. 
This swears he, as he is a prince, is just ; 
And as I am a gentleman, I credit him. 

K. Rich. Northumberland, say, — thus the king 

returns 

His noble cousin is right welcome hither ; 
And all the number of his fair demands 
Shall be accomplish'd without contradiction : 
With all the gracious utterance thou hast. 
Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends. — 
We do debase ourself, cousin, do we not, 

[To AUMERLE. 

To look so poorly, and to speak so fair ? 
Shall we call back Nortlmmberland, and send 
Defiance to the traitor, and so die ? 

Aum. No, good my lord ; let's fight with gentle 

words. 
Till time lend friends, and friends their helpful 

swords. 
K. Rich. Merciful Heaven that e'er this tongue 

of mine. 
That laid the sentence of dread banishment 
On yon proud man, should take it off again 
With words of sooth ^ ! O, that I were as great 
As is my grief, or lesser than my name ! 
Or that I could forget what 1 have been ! 
Or not remember what I must be now \ 

•^ Softness. 
G 3 
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SwelPst thou, proud heart ? Til give thee scop 

beat, 
Since foes have scope to beat both thee and mi 
Aum, Northumberland comes back from Bol 

broke. 
K, Rich, What must the king do now ? Musi 

submit ? 
The king shall do it. Must he be depos'd ? 
The king shall be contented : must he lose 
The name of king ? o' God's name, let it go : 
i Til give my jewels for a set of beads ; 

My gorgeous palace, for a hermitage ; 
My gay apparel, for an alms-man's gown ; 
My figured goblets for a dish of wood ; 
>(; My scepter, for a palmer's walking-staff; 

My subjects, for a pair of carved saints : 
i And my large kingdom for a little grave, 

. A little little grave, an obscure grave : — 

Or ril be buried in the king's highway, 
Some way of common trade, where subjects' fe 
May hourly trample on their sovereign's head : 
[ ' For on my heart they tread, now whilst I live ; 

And, buried once, why not upon my head ? — 
Aumerle, thou weep'st; My tender-hearted c 

sin ! — 
We'll make foul weather with despised tears ; 
Our sighs, and they, shall lodge the summer cc 
And make a dearth in this revolting land. 
Or shall we play the wantons with our woes, 
And make some pretty match with shedding te 
As thus : — To drop them still upon one place, 
Till they have fretted us a pair of graves 
Within the earth ; and therein laid, — There Ue 
Two kinsmen^ ^^RS^ their graves 'with tveeping g 
Would not this uT do well ? — Well, well, I see 
I talk but idly, and you mock at me. — 
Most mighty prince, my lord Northumberland, 
What says king BolingbtokeV vi\\\ VC\% xftal^wX^^ 
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Give Richard leave to live till Richard die ? 
You make a leg ^ and Bolingbroke says — ay. 
North. My lord, in the base ^ court he doth at- 
tend, 
To speak with you; may*t please you to come 
down? 
K. Rich. Down, down, I come ; like glistering 
Phaeton, 
Wanting the manage of unruly jades. 

[North, retires to Boling. 
In the base court ? Base court, where kings grow 

base. 
To come at traitors* calls, and do them grace. 
In the base court ? Come down ? Down, court ! 

down, king ! 
For night-owls shriek, where mounting larks should 
sing. [Exeuntyjrom above. 

Boling. What says his majesty ? 
North. Sorrow and grief of heart 

Makes him speak fondly, like a frantick man : 
Yet he is come. 

Enter King Richard, and his Attendants, belotv. 

Boling. Stand all apart. 
And show fair duty to his majesty. — 
My gracious lord, — [^Kneeling. 

K. Rich. Fair cousin, you debase your princely 
knee. 
To make the base earth proud with kissing it : 
Me rather had, my heart might feel your love, 
Than my unpleas'd eye see your courtesy. 
Up, cousin, up : your heart is up, I know, 
Thus high at least, [totiching his own head."] al- 
though your knee be low. 
Boling. My gracious lord, I come but for mine own. 
K.Rtch. Your own is yours, and I am yours, 
and all. 

^ A t)ow. 1 Low ct. 
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Boling. So far be mine, my most redoubted Ic 
As my true service shall deserve your love. 
1 K.Rich, Well you deserve i — 'uiey well dese 

'^ to have, 

That know the strongest and surest way to get. • 
Uncle, give me your hand : nay, dry your eyes ; 
Tears show their love, but want their remecues. 
Cousin, I am too young to be your father. 
Though you are old enough to be my heir. 
What you will have, FU give, and willing too ; 
For do we must, what force will have us do. — 
Set on towards London : Cousin, is it so ? 
Boling, Yea, my good lord. 
K. Rich. Then I must not say. 
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SCENE IV. 

Langley. The Duke of York^s Garden. 

Enter the Queen, and two Ladies. 

Queen, What sport shall we devise here in t 
garden. 
To drive away the heavy thought of care ? 

1 Lady, Madam, we'll play at bowls. 

Queen, 'Twill make me thi 

The world is full of rubs, and that my fortune 
Runs 'gainst the bias. 

] Lady, Madam', we will dance 

Queen, My legs can keep no measure in delii 
When my poor heart no measure keeps in grief 
Therefore, no dancing, girl ; some other sport. 

1 Lady, Madam, we'll tell tales. 

Queen. Of sorrow, or of j« 

1 Lady, Of either, madam. 

Queen. OC Tve\tKer> ^ri \ 

For jfofjoyy being altogetYvex vj«kv\atv\e^. 
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It doth remember me the more of sorrow ; 
Or if of grief, being altogether had, 
It adds more sorrow to my want of joy : 
For what I have, I need not to repeat ; 
And what I want, it boots not to complain. 
1 Lady. Madam, 111 sing. 
Qfie»t. 'Tis well that thou hast cause ; 

, But thou should'st please me better, would'st thou 
weep. 
1 Lady. I could weep, madam, would it do you 

good, 
Qtfi^^n. And I could weep, would weeping do me 
good. 
And never borrow any tear of thee. 
But stay, here come Uie gardeners ; 
Let's step into the shadow of these trees. — 

Enter a Gardener, and two Servants. 

My wretchedness unto a row of pins, 
They'll talk of state ; for every one doth so 
Against a change : Woe is forerun with woe. 

[Queen and Ladies retire, 

Gard. Go, bind thou up yon' dangling apricocks. 
Which, like unruly children, make their sire 
Stoop with oppression of their prodigal weight : 
Give some supportance to the bending twigs. — 
Go thou, and like an executioner. 
Cut off the heads of too-fast-growing sprays, 
That look too lofly in our commonwesdth : 

All must be even in our government. 

You thus employ'd, I will go root away 
The noisome weeds, that without profit suck 
The soil's fertility flrom wholesome flowers. 

1 Serv. Why should we, in the compass of a 
pale. 
Keep law, and form, and due proportion. 
Showing, as in a model, our firm estate ? 
When our sea^walled garden, the whole laxvOi) 
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Is full of weeds ; her fairest flowers chok'd up* 
Her fruit-trees all unprun'd, her hedges ruin d. 
Her knots ^ disordered, and her wholesome heiiw 
Swarming with caterpillars ? 

Gard. Hold thy peace : — 

He that hath suffered this disordered springy 
Hath now himself met with the fall of leaf : 
The weeds, that his broadnspreading leaves did 

shelter, 
That seem'd in eating him to hold him up. 
Are pluck'd up, root and all, by Bolingbroke ; 
I mean, the earl of Wiltshire, Bushy, Green* 

1 Serv. What, are they dead ? 

Gard. They are ; and Bolingbroke 

Hath seiz'd the wasteful king — O! What pitj 

is it. 
That he had not so trimm'd and dress'd his land, 
As we this garden ! We at time of year 
Do wound the bark, the skin of our fruit-trees ; 
Lest, being over-proud with sap and blood. 
With too much riches it confound itself: 
Had he done so to great and growing men. 
They might have liv'd to bear, and he to taste 
Their fruits of duty. All superfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughs may live : 
Had he done so, himself had borne the crown. 
Which waste of idle hours hath quite thrown down. 

1 Serv, What, think you then, the king shall be 
depos'd ? 

Gard. Depressed he is already j and depos'd, 
'Tis doubt, he will be : Letters came last night 
To a dear friend of the good duke of York's, 
That tell black tidings. 

. Q,ueen, O, I ampress'd to detdif 

Through want of speaking ! — Thou, old Adimli 
likeness, [Comingjrom her conceiJmad* 
Set to dress this garden, how dares 

^ Figures p\inted\i\\xnL. 
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Thy harsh-rude tongue sound this unpleasing news ? 
Why dost thou say, king Richard is depos'd ? 
Dar St thou, thou little better thing than earth, 
Diyine his downfal ? Say, where, when, and how, 
Cam'st thou by these ill tidings? speak, iJiou wretch. 

Gard. Pardon me, madam : little joy haye I, 
To breathe this news ; yet, what I say, is true. 
King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bolingbroke ; their fortunes both are weighed : 
In your lord's scale is nothing but himself. 
And some few yanities that make him light ; 
But in the balance of great Bolingbroke, 
Besides himself, are all the English peers. 
And with that odds he weighs king Richard down. 
Post you to London, and you'll find it so ; 
I speak no more than eyery one doth know. 

Qjueen. Nimble mischance, that art so light of 
foot. 
Doth not thy embassage belong to me. 
And am I last that knows it ? 0, thou think'st 
To serye me last, that I may longest keep 
Thy sorrow in my breast. — Come, ladies, go. 
To meet at Lonaon London's king in woe. — 
What, was I born to this ! that my sad look 
Should grace the triumph of great Bolingbroke ? 
Gardener, for telling me this news of woe, 
I would, the plants thou graft'st may neyer grow. 

[Exeunt Queen and Ladies. 

Gard, Poor queen ! so that thy state might be 
no worse, 
I would, ray skill were subject to thy curse. — 
Here did she drop a tear ; here, in this place, 
I'll set a bank of rue, sour herb of grace : 
Rue, even for ruth, here shortly shall be seen, 
In the remembrance of a weeping queen. [^Exeunt. 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE I. 

London. Westminster-Hall. 

The Lords Spiritual on the right side of the Throne; 
the Lords Temporal on the left; the Commons bdm. 
Enter Bolingbroke, Aumerle, Surrey, 
Northumberland, Percy, Fitzwater, im- 
other Lord, Bishop o/* Carlisle, Abbot ©^West- 
minster, and Attendants. Officers behind^ tM 
Bagot. 

Boling, Call forth Bagot : 



Now, Bagot, freely speak thy mind ; 
What thou dost know of noble Gloster's death ; 
Who wrought it with the king, and who performed 
The bloody office of his timeless end ? 

Bagot. Then set before my face the lord Aumerie. 

Boling. Cousin, stand forth, and look upon that 
man. 

Bagot. My lord Aumerie, I know your daring 
tongue 
Scorns to unsay what once it hath deliver'd. 
In that dead time when Gloster's death was plotted, 
I heard you say, — Is not my arm of lengthy 
That reachethjrom the restful English court 
As Jar as Calais, to my uncle^s head f 
Amongst much other talk, that very time, 
I heard you say, that you had rather refuse 
The offer of an hundred thousand crowns, 
Than Bolingbroke's return to England ; 
Adding withal, how blest this land would be, 
In this your cousin's death. 

^um. Princes, and noble ]ordl» 

What answer shall I make to lVv\% b^se man ? 
Shall I so much dishonour vtvy ^«l\t «.\«t^. 
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On equal terms to give him chastisement? 
Either I must, or have mine honour soil'd 
With the attainder of his slanderous lips 



Hiere is my gage, the manual seal of death, 
That marks thee out for hell : I say, thou liest, 
And will maintain, what thou hast said, is false, 
In thy heart-blood, though being all too base 
To stain the temper of my knightly sword. 

Baling. Bagot, forbear, thou shalt not take it up. 

Aum, Excepting one, I would he were the best 
In all this presence, that hath mov'd me so. 

Fitz. If that thy valour stand on sympathies. 
There is my gage, Aumerle, in gage to thine : 
By that fair sun that shows me where thou stand'st, 
I heard thee say, and vauntingly thou spak'st it. 
That thou wert cause of noble Gloster's death. 
If thou deny'st it, twenty times thou liest ; 
And I will turn thy falsehood to thy heart. 
Where it was forged, with my rapier's point. 

Aum. Thou dar*st not, coward, live to see that 
day. 

Fitz. Now, by my soul, I would it were this hour. 

Aum, Fltzwater, thou art doom'd to hell for this. 

Percy, Aumerle, thou liest ; his honour is as true, 
In this appeal, as thou art all unjust : 
And, that thou art so, there I throw my gage, 
To prove it on thee to the extremest point 
Of mortal breathing ; seize it, if thou dar'st. 

Aum, And if I do not, may my hands rot off, 
And never brandish more revengeful steel 
Over the glittering helmet of my foe ! 

Lord. I take the earth to the like, forsworn Au- 
merle ; 
And spur thee on with full as many lies 
As may be holla' d in thy treacherous ear 
From sun to sun : there is my honour's pawn ; 
Engage it to the trial, if thou dar'st. 

Aunt. Who sets me else ? by heaven, I'll throw 
at all : 

VOL. V. H 
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I have a thousand spirits in one breast, 
To answer twenty tnousand such as you. 

Surrey, My lord Intzwater, I do remember well 
The very time Aumerle and you did talk. 

Fitz. My lord, 'tis true: you were in presence 
then; 
And you can witness with me, this is true. 

Surrey. As false, by heaven, as heaven itself is 
true. 

FUz. Surrey, thou liest. 

Surrey. Dishonourable boy! 

That lie shall lie so heavy on my sword, 
That it shall render vengeance and revenge, 
Till thou the lie-giver, and that lie, do lie 
In earth as quiet as thy father's skull. 
In proof whereof, there is my honour's pawn ; 
Engage it to the trial, if thou dar'st. 

Fitz, How fondly dost thou spur a forward hone; 
If I dare eat, or drink, or breatne, or live, 
I dare meet Surrey in a wilderness, 
And spit upon him, whilst I say, he lies, 
And lies, and lies : there is my bond of faith, 
To tie thee to my strong correction. — 
As I intend to thrive in this new world, 
Aumerle is guilty of my true appeal : 
Besides, I heard the banish'd Norfolk say. 
That thou, Aumerle, didst send two of thy men 
To execute the noble duke at Calais. 

Aum. Some honest Christian trust me with a gage, 
That Norfolk lies : here do I throw down this, 
If he may be repealed to try his honour. 

Boling, These differences shall all rest under gagc^ 
Till Norfolk be repeal'd : repealed he shall be, 
And, though mine enemy, restor d afi:ain 
To all his land and signories ; when he's retum'dy 
Against Aumerle we will enforce his trial. 

Car. That honourable day shall ne'er be 
Many a time hath banish' d r^oi^oW iovisht 
For Jesu Christ ; in gloTio\M& CVvmvXaiv tl^^ 
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Streaming the ensign of the Christian cross. 
Against black Pagans, Turks, and Saracens : 
And, toil'd with works of war, retir'd himself 
To Italy ; and there, at Venice, gave 
His body to that pleasant country's earth. 
And his pure soul unto his captain Christ, 
Under whose colours he had fought so long. 

Baling. Why, bishop, is Norfolk dead? 

Car. As sure as I live, my lord. 

Baling. Sweet peace conduct his sweet soul to 
the bosom 
Of good old Abraham ! — Lords appellants, 
Your differences shall all rest under gage, 
Till we assign you to your days of trial. 

Enter York, attended. 

York. Great duke of Lancaster, I come to thee 
From plume-pluck'd Richard; who with willing soul 
Adopts thee heir, and his high scepter yields 
To the possession of thy royal hand : 
Ascend his throne, descending now from him, — 
And long live Henry, of that name the fourth ! 

Baling. In God*s name. Til ascend the regal 
throne. 

Car. Marry, God forbid ! — 
Worst in this royal presence may I speak, 
Yet best beseeming me to speak the truth. 
Would God, that any in this noble presence 
Were enough noble to be upright judge 
Of noble Richard ; then true nobless would 
Learn him forbearance from so foul a wrong. 
What subject can give sentence on his king? 
And who sits here, that is not Richard's subject ? 
Thieves are not judg'd, but they are by to hear, 
Although apparent guilt be seen in them ; 
And shall the figure of God's majesty. 
His captain, steward, deputy elect, 
Anointed, crowned, planted many years, 

H 2 
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Be iudg*d by subject and inferior breath, 
And he himself not present ? O, forbid it, God, 
That, in a Christian climate, souls refin'd 
Should show so heinous, black, obscene a deed ! 
I speak to subjects, and a subject speaks, 
Stirr'd up by heaven thus boldly for his king. 
My lord of Hereford here, whom you call king. 
Is a foul traitor to proud Hereforas king : 
And if you crown him, let me prophesy, — 
The blood of English shall manure the ground. 
And future ages groan for this foul act ; 
Peace shall go sleep with Turks and Infidels, 
And, in this seat of peace, tumultuous wars 
Shall kin with kin, and kind with kind confound ; 
Disorder, horror, fear, and mutiny. 
Shall here inhabit, and this land be calFd 
The field of Golgotha, and dead men's skulls* 
O, if thou rear this house against this house. 
It will the woefullest division prove, 
That ever fell upon this cursed earth : 
Prevent, resist it, let it not be so, 
Lest child, child's children, cry against you — woe! 

North, Well have you argu'd, sir ; and for your 
pains, 
Of capital treason we arrest you here : 
My lord of Westminster, be it your charge 
To keep him safely till his day of trial. — 
May't please you, lords, to grant the commons* suit. 

Uoltng. Fetch hither Richard, that in common 
view 
He may surrender ; so we shall proceed 
Without suspicion. 

York, I will be his conduct. [ExU. 

Boling. Lords, you that are here under our arrest, 
Procure your sureties for your days of answer : — 
Little are we beholden to your love, [To Carlisle. 
And little looked for at your helping hands. 
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Re-enter York, inith King Richard, and Officers^ 

bearing the Crown, Sfc, 

K. Rich. Alack, why am I sent for to a king, 
Before I have shook off the regal thoughts 
Wherewith I reign'd ? I hardly yet have leam'd 
To insinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my knee : — 
Give sorrow leave a while to tutor me 
To this submission. Yet I well remember 
The favours* of these men : Were they not mine ? 
Did they not sometime cry, all hail ! to me ? 
To do what service am I sent for hither ? 

York. To do that office of thine own good will, 
Which tired majesty did make thee offer, — 
The resignation of thy state and crown 
To Henry Bolingbroke. 

K. Rich. Give me the crown : — Here, cousin, 
seize the crown ; 
Here, on this side, my hand ; on that side, thine. 
Now is this golden crown like a deep well, 
That owes^ two buckets filling one another ; 
The emptier ever dancing in the air. 
The other down, unseen, ^nd full of water : 
That bucket down, and full of tears, am I, 
Drinking my griefs, whilst you mount up on high. 

Baling. I thought you had been willing to re- 
sign. 

K. Rich. My crown, I am ; but still my griefs 
are mine : 
You may my glories and my state depose. 
But not my griefs ; still am I king of those. 

Baling. Part of your cares you give me with 
your crown. 

K. Rich, Your cares set up, do not pluck my 
cares down. 
My care is — loss of care, by old care done ; 
Your care is — gain of care, by new care won : 

< Countenances. ' Owns. 
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Be iudg*d by subject and inferior breath, 
And he himself not present ? O, forbid it, God, 
That, in a Christian climate, souls refin'd 
Should show so heinous, black, obscene a deed ! 
I speak to subjects, and a subject speaks, 
Stirr'd up by heaven thus boldly for his king. 
My lord of Hereford here, whom you call king, 
Is a foul traitor to proud Hereforas king : 
And if you crown him, let me prophesy, — 
The blood of English shall manure the ground. 
And future ages groan for this foul act ; 
Peace shall go sleep with Turks and Infidels, 
And, in this seat of peace, tumultuous wars 
Shall kin with kin, and kind with kind confound ; 
Disorder, horror, fear, and mutiny. 
Shall here inhabit, and this land be caird 
The field of Golgotha, and dead men's skulls* 
O, if thou rear this house against this house. 
It will the woefullest division prove. 
That ever fell upon this cursed earth : 
Prevent, resist it, let it not be so, 
Lest child, child's children, cry against you — woe! 

North, Well have you argu'd, sir ; and for your 
pains, 
Of capital treason we arrest you here : 
My lord of Westminster, be it your charge 
To keep him safely till his day of trial. — 
May't please you, lords, to grant the commons' suit. 

Boling, Fetch hither Richard, that in common 
view 
He may surrender ; so we shall proceed 
Without suspicion. 

York, I will be his conduct. [^ExU, 

Boling. Lords, you that are here under our arrest, 
Procure your sureties for your days of answer : — 
Little are we beholden to your love, [To Carlisle. 
And little look'd for at your helping hands. 
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Re-enter York, toith King Richard, and Officers, 

bearing the Croton, Sfc, 

K. Rich. Alack, why am I sent for to a king, 
Before I have shook off the regal thoughts 
Wherewith I reign'd ? I hardly yet have leam*d 
To insinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my knee : — 
Give sorrow leave a while to tutor me 
To this submission. Yet I well remember 
The favours* of these men : Were they not mine ? 
Did they not sometime cry, all hail ! to me ? 
To do what service am I sent for hither ? 

York, To do that office of thine own good will, 
Which tired majesty did make thee offer, — 
The resignation of thy state and crown 
To Henry Bolingbroke. 

K. Rich, Give me the crown : — Here, cousin, 
seize the crown ; 
Here, on this side, my hand ; on that side, thine. 
Now is this golden crown like a deep well, 
That owes^ two buckets filling one another; 
The emptier ever dancing in the air. 
The other down, unseen, and full of water : 
That bucket down, and full of tears, am I, 
Drinking my griefs, whilst you mount up on high. 

Baling, I thought you had been willing to re- 
sign. 

J^. Rich, My crown, I am ; but still my griefs 
are mine : 
You may my glories and my state depose. 
But not my griefs ; still am I king of those. 

Baling, Part of your cares you give me with 
your crown. 

K, Rich. Your cares set up, do not pluck my 
cares down. 
My care is — loss of care, by old care done ; 
Your care is — gain of care, by new care won : 

< Countenances. ' Owns. 
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Be iudg*d by subject and inferior breath. 
And he himself not present ? O, forbid it, God, 
That, in a Christian climate, souls refin'd 
Should show so heinous, black, obscene a deed ! 
I speak to subjects, and a subiect speaks, 
Stirred up by hcfbTcn thus boldly for his king. 
My lord of Hereford here, whom you call king. 
Is a foul traitor to proud Hereford's king : 
And if you crown him, let me prophesy, — 
The blood of English shall manure the ground, 
And future ages groan for this foul act ; 
P^ce shall go sleep with Turks and Infidels, 
And, in this seat of peace, tumultuous wars 
Shall kin with kin, and kind with kind confound ; 
Disorder, horror, fear, and mutiny. 
Shall here inhabit, and this land be called 
The field of Golgotha, and dead men's skulls* 
O, if thou rear this house against this house. 
It will the w^oefullest division prove, 
That ever fell upon this cursed earth : 
Prevent, resist it, let it not be so, 
Lest child, child*s children, cry against you — woe! 

North, Well have you argu'd, sir ; and for your 
pains, 
Of capital treason we arrest you here : 
My lord of Westminster, be it your charge 
To keep him safely till his day of trial. — 
May*t please you, lords, to grant the commons* suit. 

Boitng, Fetch hither Richard, that in common 
view 
He may surrender ; so we shall proceed 
Without suspicion. 

York. I will be his conduct. [^Exii. 

Boiing. Lords, you that are here under our arrest, 
IVocure your sureties for your days of answer : — 
Little are we beholden to your love, [To Carlisle. 
And little look\l for at your helping hands. 
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Re-enter York, ivUh King Richard, and Officers, 

bearing the Croton, Sfc. 

K. Rich, Alack, why am I sent for to a king, 
Before I have shook off the regal thoughts 
Wherewith I reign'd ? I hardly yet have learn'd 
To insinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my knee : — 
Give sorrow leave a while to tutor me 
To this submission. Yet I well remember 
Hie favours* of these men : Were they not mine ? 
Did they not sometime cry, all hail ! to me ? 
To do what service am I sent for hither ? 

York. To do that office of thine own good will. 
Which tired majesty did make thee offer, — 
The resignation of thy state and crown 
To Henry Bolingbroke. 

K. Rim. Give me the crown : — Here, cousin, 
seize the crown ; 
Here, on this side, my hand ; on that side, thine. 
Now is this golden crown like a deep well. 
That owes^ two buckets filling one another; 
The emptier ever dancing in the air. 
The other down, unseen, »nd full of water : 
That bucket down, and full of tears, am I, 
Drinking my griefs, whilst you mount up on high. 

Baling. I thought you had been willing to re- 
sign. 

J^. Rich. My crown, I am ; but still my griefs 
are mine : 
You may my glories and my state depose. 
But not my griefs ; still am I king of those. 

Boling. Part of your cares you give me with 
your crown. 

K. Rich. Your cares set up, do not pluck my 
cares down. 
My care is — loss of care, by old care done ; 
Your care is — gain of care, by new care won : 

< Countenances. * Owns. 
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Be judg'd by subject and inferior breath, 
And he himself not present ? O, forbid it, God, 
That, in a Christian climate, souls refin'd 
Should show so heinous, black, obscene a deed ! 
I speak to subjects, and a subject speaks, 
Stirr'd up by heaven thus boldly for his king. 
My lord of Hereford here, whom you call king. 
Is a foul traitor to proud Hereforas king : 
And if you crown him, let me prophesy, — 
The blood of English shall manure the ground, 
And future ages groan for this foul act ; 
Peace shall go sleep with Turks and Infidels, 
And, in this seat of peace, tumultuous wars 
Shall kin with kin, and kind with kind confound ; 
Disorder, horror, fear, and mutiny. 
Shall here inhabit, and this land be caird 
The field of Golgotha, and dead men's skulls* 
O, if thou rear this house against this house. 
It will the woefullest division prove, 
That ever fell upon this cursed earth : 
Prevent, resist it, let it not be so, 
Lest child, child's children, cry against you — woe! 

North, Well have you argu'd, sir ; and for your 
pains. 
Of capital treason we arrest you here : 
My lord of Westminster, be it your charge 
To keep him safely till his day of trial. — 
May't please you, lords, to grant the commons* suit. 

Boltng, Fetch hither Richard, that in common 
view 
He may surrender ; so we shall proceed 
Without suspicion. 

York. I will be his conduct. {^ExU, 

Doling, Lords, you that are here under our arrest, 
Procure your sureties for your days of answer : — 
Little are we beholden to your love, [To Carlisle. 
And little look'd for at your helping hands. 
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Re-enter York, loith King Richard, and Queers, 

bearing the Croton, Sfc, 

K. Rich, Alack, why am I sent for to a king, 
Before I have shook off the regal thoughts 
Wherewith I reign'd ? I hardly yet have leam'd 
To insinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my knee : — 
Give sorrow leave a while to tutor me 
To this submission. Yet I well remember 
The favours* of these men : Were they not mine ? 
Did they not sometime cry, all hail ! to me ? 
To do what service am I sent for hither ? 

York, To do that office of thine own good will, 
'Which tired majesty did make thee offer, — — — 
The resignation of thy state and crown 
To Henry Bolingbroke. 

K. Rich. Give me the crown : — Here, cousin, 
seize the crown ; 
Here, on this side, my hand ; on that side, thine. 
Now is this golden crown like a deep well. 
That owes^ two buckets filling one another; 
The emptier ever dancing in the air. 
The other down, unseen, and full of water : 
That bucket down, and full of tears, am I, 
Drinking my griefs, whilst you mount up on high. 

Boling. I thought you had been willing to re- 
sign. 

K, Rich. My crown, I am ; but still my griefs 
are mine : 
You may my glories and my state depose, 
But not my griefs ; still am I king of those. 

Baling. Part of your cares you give me with 
your crown. 

K. Rich. Your cares set up, do not pluck my 
cares down. 
My care is — loss of care, by old care done ; 
Your care is — gain of care, by new cace Nqwv\ 

' Countenances, -» Onuus. 
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The cares I give, I have, though given away ; 
They tend the crown, yet still with me they stay. 

Bolins. Are you contented to resign the crown? 

K. Rich. Ay, no; — no, ay; — for I must nothing 
be; 
Therefore no no, for I resign to thee. 
Now mark me how I will undo myself: — 
I give this heavy weight from off my head, 
And this unwieldy scepter from my hand, 
The pride of kingly sway from out my heart ; 
With mine own tears I wash away my balm,^ 
With mine own hands I give away my crown, 
With mine own tongue deny my sacred state, 
With mine own breath release all duteous oaths : 
All pomp and majesty I do forswear ; 
My manors, rents, revenues, I forego ; 
My acts, decrees, and statutes, 1 deny : 
God pardon all oaths that are broke to me ! 
God keep all vows unbroke are made to thee 1 
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing grieved; 
And thou with all pleas'd, that hast all acniev'd ! 
Long may'st thou live in Richard's seat to sit, 
And soon lie Richard in an earthy pit ! — 
God save king Henry, unking'd Richard says. 
And send him many years of sunshine days ! — 
What more remains ? 

North. No more, but that you read 

IQffering a pt^. 
These accusations, and these grievous crimes. 
Committed by your person and your followers, 
Against the state and profit of this land ; 
That, by confessing them, the souls of men 
May deem that you are worthily deposed. 

K. Rich. Must I do so ? and must I ravel out 
My weav*d-up follies ? Gentle Northumberland, 
If thy offences were upon record. 
Would it not shame thee in so fair a troop, 

" Oil of COUbCCYAUOW. 
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To read a lecture of them? If thou would'st^ 
rhere should'st thou find one heinous article, — 
Containing the deposing of a king, 
^d cracking the strong warrant of an oath, — 
Mark'd with a blot,mark'd in the book of heaven : <— . 
!*^ay all of you, that stand and look upon me, 
Whilst that my wretchedness doth bait myself, — 
rhough some of you are showing outward pity^ 
Have here delivered me to my sour cross, 
And water cannot wash away your sin. 

Norths My lord, despatcn ; read o'er these ar- 
ticles. 

K, Rich* Mine eyes are full of tears, I cannot see : 
And yet salt water blinds them not so much. 
But they can see a sort^ of traitors here. 
Sayy if I turn mine eyes upon myself, 
[ find myself a traitor with the rest : 
For I have given here my squFs consent, 
To undeck the pompous body of a king; ; 
Make glory base ; and sovereignty, a slave ; 
Proud majesty, a subject ; state, a peasant. 

North. My lord, 

K. Rich. No lord of thine, thou haught, insult- 
ing man. 
Nor no man's lord ; I have no name, no title, — 
No, not that name was given me at the font, — 
But 'tis usurp'd : — Alack the heavy day. 
That I have worn so many winters out. 
And know oot now what name to call myself! 
0, that I were a mockery king of snow. 
Standing before the sun of Bolingbroke, 

To melt myself away in water-drops ! — 

Good king, — great king, — (and yet not greatly 
good,) 

An if my word be sterling yet in England, 

I^t it command a mirror hither straight ; 

7 Pack 
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That it may show me what a face I have. 
Since it is bankrupt of his majesty. 
Boling. Go, some of you, and fetch a lookmg- 
glass. [^Exit an AOendati* 

. North, Read o'er this paper while the glaai dodi 
come. 
K, Rich. Fiend ! thou torment'st me. 
Boling. Urge it no more, my lord Northiunbcr- 

land. 
North. The commons will not then be satisfied. 
K. Rich. They shall be satisfied: I'll read enough, 
When I do see the very book indeed 
Where all my sins ,are writ, and that's m]rsel£ — 

Re-enter Attendant, imth a Glass* 

Give me that glass, and therein will I read. — 

No deeper wrinkles yet ? Hath sorrow struck 

So many blows upon this face of mine, 

And made no deeper wounds? — O, flattering ghui» 

Like to my followers in prosperity, 

Thou dost beguile me ! Was this face the face, 

That every day under his household roof 

Did keep ten thousand men ? Was this the face, 

That, like the sun, did make beholders wink ? 

Was this the face that fac'd so many follies, 

And was at last out-fac'd by Bolingbroke ? 

A brittle glory shineth in this face : 

As brittle as the glory is the face ; 

[Dashes the glass against the ground. 
For there it is, crack'd in a hundred shivers. ^^ 
Mark, silent king, the moral of this sport, — 
How soon mv sorrow hath destroy'd my face. 
Boling. 'the shadow of your sorrow hath d^ 
stroy'd 
The shadow of your face. 

K. Rich. Say that again. 

The shadow of my sorrow ? Ha ! let's see : — 
'Tis very true, my grief We* a\\ N(f\\K\xv \ 
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And these external manners of lament 
Are merely shadows to the unseen grief, 
That swells with silence in the tortur'd soul ; 
There lies the substance : and I thank thee, king. 
For thy great bounty, that not only giv'st 
Me cause to wail, but teachest me the way 
How to lament the cause. Fll beg one boon, 
And then begone, and trouble you no more. 
Shall I obtain it? 

Baling, Name it, fair cousin. 

K. Rtch. Fair cousin ? Why I am greater than a 
king : 
For, when I was a king, my flatterers 
Were then but subjects ; being now a subject, 
I have a king here to my flatterer. 
Being so great, I have no need to beg. 
Bolinv. Yet ask. 
K. Rich. And shall 1 have ? 
Bolim* You shall. 
K. Rtch. Then give me leave to go. 
Bolin^. Whither? 
K. Rtch* Whither you will, so I were from your 

sights. 
Boling. Go some of you, convey him to the 

Tower. 
K. Rich. O, good! Convey? — Conveyers® are 
you all, 
That rise thus nimbly by a true king's &11. 

[^Exeunt K. Richard, someLordsy and a Guard, 
Baling. On Wednesday next, we solemnly set 
down 
Our coronation : lords, prepare yourselves. 
[^Exeunt aU but the Abbot, Bishop of Carlisle, 

and AuMERLE. 
Abbot. A woeful pageant have we here beheld. 
Car. The woe's to come ; the children yet unborn 
Shall feel this day as sharp to them as thonu 

« Jugglers, also robbers. 
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Aum, You holy clergymen, is there no plot 
To rid the realm of this pernicious blot? 

Abbot* Before I freely speak my mind hereiDy 
You shall not only take the sacrament 
To bury mine intents, but to effect 
Whatever I shall happen to devise : — 
I see your brows are full of discontent. 
Your hearts of sorrow, and your eyes of tears; 
Come home with me to supper ; I will lay 
A plot shall show us all a merry day. [^Exemd. 



ACT THE HFTH. 

SCENE T. 

London. A Street leading to the Tower. 

Enter Queen, and Ladies. 

Queen, This way the king will come ; this is the 
way 
To Julius Caesar's ill-erected tower,* 
To whose flint bosom my condemned lord 
Is doom'd a prisoner by proud Bolingbroke : 
Here let us rest, if this rebellious eaxth 
Have any resting for her true king's queen. 

Enter King Richard, and Guards. 

But soft, but see, or rather do not see. 

My fair rose wither : Yet look up ; behold ; 

That you in pity may dissolve to dew. 

And wash him fresh again with true-love tears.— 

Ah, thou, the model where old Troy did stand ! 

9 ToNrer o£ \iOiidoTi. 
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Thou map of honour ; thou king Richard's tomb. 
And not king Richard ; thou most beauteous inn, 
Why should hard-favour*d grief be lodg'd in thee, 
When triumph is become an ale-house guest ? 

K^Rich, Join not with grief, fair woman, do 
not so, 
To make my end too sudden : learn, good soul, 
To think our former state a happy dream ; 
From which awak'd, the truth of what we ^re 
Shows us but this : I am sworn brother, sweet, 
To grim necessity ; and he and I 
Will keep a league till death. Hie thee to France, 
And cloister thee in some religious house : 
Our holy lives must win a new world's crown, 
Which our profane hours here have stricken down, 

Queen, What, is my Richard both in shape and 
mind 
Transform'd, and weakened ? Hath Bolingbroke 
Depos'd thine intellect ? hath he been in thy heart ? 
The lion, dying, thrusteth forth his paw, 
And wounds tne earth, if nothing else, with rage, 
To be o'erpower'd ; and wilt thou, pupil-like. 
Take thy correction mildly ? kiss the rod, 
And fawn on rage with base humility. 
Which art a lion, and a king of beasts ? 

K, Rich. A king of beasts, indeed ; if aught but 
beasts, 
I had been still a happy king of men. 
Good sometime queen, prepare thee hence for 

France : 
Think, I am dead ; and that even here thou tak'st 
As from my death-bed, my last living leave, 
In winter's tedious nights, sit by the fire. 
With good old folks ; and let them tell thee tales 
Of woeful ages, long ago betid : 
And, ere thou bid good night, to quit ^ their grief> 
Tell thou the lamentable fall of me, 

' Aequite, repay. 
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And send the hearers weeping to their beds. 
For why, the senseless brands will sympathize 
The heavy accent of thy moving tongue. 
And, in compassion weep the fire out : 
And some will mourn in ashes, some coal-black, 
For the deposing of a rightful king. 

Enter Northumberland, attended. 

North, My lord, the mind of Bolingbroke is 
changed ; 
You must to Pomfret, not unto the Tower. — 
And, madam, there is order ta'en for you ; 
With all swift speed you must away to France. 

K^ Rich, Northuinberland, thou ladder where 
withal 
The mounting Bolingbroke ascends my throne, — 
The time shall not be many hours of affe 
More than it is, ere foul sin, gathering head, 
Shall break into corruption : thou shalt think, 
Though he divide the realm, and give thee half, 
It is too little, helping him to all ; 
And he shall think, that thou, which know'sttheway 
To plant unrightful kings, wilt know again, 
Beine ne'er so little urg'd, another way 
To pluck him headlong from the usurped throne. 
The love of wicked friends converts to fear ; 
That fear, to hate ; and hate turns one, or both. 
To worthy danger, and deserved death. 

North, My guilt be on my head, and there an 
end. 
Take leave, and part ; for you must part forthwith. 

K, Rich, Doubly divorced ? — Bad men, ye violate 
A two-fold marriage ; 'twixt my crown and me ; 
And then, betwixt roe and my married wife. — - 
Let me unkiss the oath 'twixt thee and me ; 
And yet not so, for with a kiss 'twas made. -— 
Part us, Northumberland \ 1 Vo^w^ ^^ xiw^J 
Where nhiverinc cold and ft\cVtve%%vvTi^%^^^ 
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My wife to France ; from whence, set forth in pomp, 
She came adorned hither like sweet May, 
Sent back like Hallowmas ^, or short'st of day. 
Queen. And must we be divided ? must we part ? 
K. Rich. Ay, hand from hand, my love, and 

heart from heart. 
Qjueen. Banish us both, and send the king with 

me. 
North. That were some love, but little policy., 
Qjueen. Then whither he goes, thither let me go ? 
K. Rich. So two, together weeping, make one 
woe. 
Weep thou for me in France, I for thee here ; 
Better far off, than — near, be ne'er the near*. 
Go, count thy way with sighs ; I, mine with groans. 
Queen. So longest way shall have the longest 

moans. 
K. Rich. Twice for one step Til groan, the way 
being short. 
And piece the way out with a heavy heart. 
Come, come, in wooing sorrow, let's be brief. 
Since, wedding it, there is such length in grief. 
One kiss shall stop our htnouths, and dumbly part ; 
Thus give I mine, and thus I take thy heart. 

[ Thet/ kiss. 
Queen. Give me mine own again ; 'twere no good 
part. 
To take on me to keep and kill thy heart. 

[_Kiss again. 
So, now I have mine own again, begone. 
That I may strive to kill it with a groan. 
K. Rich. We make woe wanton with this fond 
delay : 
Once more, adieu ; the rest let sorrow say. 

[^Exeunt, 

^ Allhallows, t. e. All-saints, Nov. 1. 
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SCENE II. 

The same. A Room in the Duke of York'x Faku. 

Enter York, and his Duchess. 

Duch, My lord, you told me, you would tell die 
rest. 
When weeping made you break the story off, 
Of our two cousins coming into London. 

York* Where did I leave ? 

Duch. At that sad stop, my lord, 

Where rude misgoverned hands, from windows' topi, 
Threw dust and rubbish on king Richard's head. 

York. Then, as I said, the duke, great Boling- 
broke, — 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed. 
Which his aspiring rider scem'd to know, — 
With slow, but stately pace, kept on his course, 
While all tongues cried — God save thee, Boling- 

broke ! 
You would have thought the very windows spake, 
So many greedy looks of young and old 
Through casements darted their desiring eyes 
Upon his visage ; and that all the walls, 
With painted imagery, had said at once, — 
Jesu preserve thee ! welcome, Bolingbroke ! 
Whilst he, from one side to the other turning. 
Bare-headed, lower than his proud steed's neck, 
Bespake them thus, — I thank you, countrymen: 
And thus still doing, thus he passed along. 

Duch, Alas, poor Richard ! where rides he the 
while ? 

York, As, in a theatre, the eyes of men. 
After a welUgrac*d actor leaves the stage, 
Are idly bent on him that ewtets next) 
Thinking his prattle lo be ted\o\3L& \ 
Even so, or with much uiote coi\X.^TK^\^T»Kd%«^ 
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Did scowl on Richard, no man cried, God save him ; 
No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home : 
But dust was thrown upon his sacred head : 
Which with such gentle sorrow he shook o£^ — 
His face still combating with tears and smiles, 
The badges of his grief and patience, — 
That, had not God, for some strong purpose steel'd 
The hearts of men, they must perforce have melted, 
And barbarism itself have pitied him. 
But Heaven hath a hand in these events ; 
To whose high will we bound our calm contents. 
To Bolingbroke are we sworn subjects now. 
Whose state and honour I for aye allow. 

Enter Aumerle. 

Duch. Here comes my son Aumerle. 

York. Aumerle that was ; 

But that is lost for being Richard's friend. 
And, madam, you must call him Rutland now : 
I am in parliament pledge for his truth. 
And lasting fealty to the new-made king. 

Duck, Welcome, my son : Who are the violets 
now. 
That strew the green lap of the new-come spring ? 

Aum, Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care not : 
Heaven knows, I had as lief be none, as one, 

York. Well, b^ar you well in this new spring of 
time, 
Lest you be cropped before you come to prime. 
What news from Oxford ? hold those justs ^ and 
triumphs ? 

Aum. For aught I know, my lord, they do. 

York. You will be there, I know. 

Aum. I purpose so. 

York. What seal is that, that hangs without thy 
bosom ? 
Yea, look'st thou pale ? let me see the wT\t\tv^« 

' Tilts and tournaments. 
I 2 
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Aum. My lord, 'tis nothing. 
York, No matter then who see 

I will be satisfied, let me see the writing. 
Aum. I do beseech your grace to pardon iim 
;-* It is a matter of small consequence, 

^i Which for some reasons I would not have seen 

York, Which for some reasons, sir, I mean to 

I fear, I fear, 

Duch, What should you fear? 

'Tis nothing but some bond that he is enter'd i 
For gay apparel, 'gainst the triumph day. 
York. Bound to himself? what dotn he wi 
; . i bond 

That he is bound to ? Wife, thou art a fooL — 
Boy, let me see the writing. 
<t Aum, I do beseech you, pardon me; I may 

show it. 
York. I will be satisfied ; let me see it, I saj 

[_ Snatches it^ and n 
Treason ! foul treason ! viUain ! traitor ! slave 
Duch. Wliat is the matter, my lord ? 
York. Ho ! who is within there? [Enter a Servi 
Saddle my horse. 
Heaven for his mercy ! what treachery is here 
Duch. Why, what is it, my lord ? 
York. Give me my boots, I say ; saddle 
horse : — 
Now by mine honour, by my life, my troth, 
I will appeach the villain. [_Exit Serv 

Duch. \M)at*s the matter: 

York. Peace, foolish woman. 
Duch. I will not peace : — What is the nun 

son? 
Aum. Good mother, be content ; it is no n 
Than my poor life must answer. 
Duch. Thy life ansi 
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Re-enter Servant, voith Boots. 

» 

York. Bring me my boots, I will unto the king. 

Ditch. Strike him, Aumerle, — Poor boy, thou 
art amaz'd : 
Hence, villain ; never more come in my sight. — 

[ To the Servant. 

York. Give me my boots, I say. 

Duch. Why, York, what wilt thou do ? 
Wilt thou not hide the trespass of thine own ? 
Have we more sons ? or are we like to have ? 
And wilt thou pluck my fair son from mine age, 
And rob me of a happy mother's name ? 
Is he not like thee ? is he not thine own ? 

York. Thou fond mad woman. 
Wilt thou conceal this dark conspiracy ? 
A dozen of them here have ta'en the sacrament, 
And interchangeably set down their hands, 
To kill the king at Oxford. 

Duch. He shall be none ; 

Well keep him here : Then what is that to him ? 

York. Away, 
Fond woman f were he twenty times my son, 
I would appeach him. 

Duch. Hadst thou groan'd for him. 

As I have done, thou'dst be more pitiful. 

York. Make way, unruly woman. lExit. 

Duch. After, Aumerle; mount thee upon his 
horse ; 
Spur, post ; and get before him to the king, 
And beg thy pardon ere he do accuse thee, 
ni not be long behind ; though 1 be old, 
I doubt not but to ride as fast as York : 
And never will I rise up from the ground, 
Till Bolingbroke have pardon'd thee : Away : 
Begone. [^Exeunt. 
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U SC£N£ III. 

Windsor. A Room in the Castle. 

^( Enter Bolingbroke, as King; Percy, and o 

r^ Lords. 

A 

•rtl Boling. Can no man tell of my unthrifty son 

i ii 'Tis full three months since I did see him last : 

:; H If any plague hang over us, 'tis he. 

I would to heaven, ray lordjs, he might be foun< 
Inquire at London, mongst the taverns there. 
For there, they say, he daily doth frequent, 
With unrestramed loose companions ; 
Even such, they say, as stand in narrow lanes. 
And beat our watch, and rob our passengers ; 
While he, young, wanton, and effeminate boy, 
Takes on the point of honour, to support 
80 dissolute a crew. 

Percy. My lord, some two days since I saw 
prince ; 
And told him of these triumphs held at Oxford 
Boling. And what said the gallant ? 
Percy. His answer was, — he would unto 
stews ; , 

And from the commonest creature pluck a glov 
And wear it as a favour ; and with that 
He would unhorse the lustiest challenger. 
Boling. As dissolute, as desperate ! yet thro 
both 
I see some sparkles of a better hope. 
Which elder days may happily bring forth. 
But who comes here ? 

Enter Aumerle hastUy. 

Aunt. Where is the king ? 

Bolinrr. V^Vv%l me 

Our cou^'iu, that \\\i slares atvdXooVs. ^^ ^*^^Y 
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Aum. God save your grace. I do beseech your 
majesty, 
To have some conference with your grace alone. 
Baling, Withdraw yourselves, and leave us here 
alone. — lExeunt Percy and Lords. 

What is the matter with our cousin now ? 

Aum* For ever may my knees grow to the earth, 

[Kneels, 
My tongue cleave to my roof within my mouth, 
Unless a pardon, ere I rise, or speak. 

Biding, Intended, or committed, was this fault ? 
If but the first, how heinous e*er it be, 
To win thy after-love, I pardon thee. 

Aum, Then give me leave that I may turn the key, 
That no man enter till my tale be done. 
Baling, Have thy desire. 

[AuMERLE lacks the daor, 
York. {^JVithin,"] My liege beware; look to 
Uiyself; 
Thou hast a traitor in thy presence there. 
Baling, Villain, 111 make thee safe. [Draxmng, 
Aum, Stay thy revengeful hand ; 
Thou hast no cause to fear. 
York. [^fVithin,^ Open the door, secure, fool- 
hardy king: 
Shall I, for love, speak treason to thy face ? 
Open the door, or I will break it open. 

[BoLiNGBROKE opens the daar. 

Enter York. 

Baling, What is the matter, uncle ? speak ; 
Recover breath ; tell us how near is danger. 
That we may arm us to encounter it. 

Yark, Peruse this writing here, and thou shalt 
know 
The treason that my haste forbids me s\\ow. 
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Aum. Remember, as thou read'st, thy pro 
past: 
I do repent me ; read not my name there. 
My heart is not confederate with my hand. 

York. 'Twas, villain, ere thy hand did sc 
'H down. — 

I tore it from the traitor's bosom, king : 
Fear, and not love, begets his penitence : 
Forget to pity him, lest thy pity prove 
A serpent that will sting thee to the heart. 

Boting, O heinous, strong, and bold conspirae 

loyal father of a treacherous son ! 
Thou sheer ^, immaculate, and silver fountain, 
From whence this stream through muddy paau 
Hath held his current, and defild himself! 
Thy overflow of good converts to bad ; 
And thy abundant goodness shall excuse 
This deadly blot in thy digressing son. 

York, So shall he spend mine honour witi 
shame. 
As thriftless sons their scraping fathers' gold. 
Mine honour lives when his dishonour dies, 
Or my sham'd life in his dishonour lies ; 
Thou kill'st me in his life ; giving him breath, 
The traitor lives, the true man's put to death. 
Duck, [ Within.'] What ho, my liege ! 

Heaven's sake let me in. 
Doling. What shrill'd-voic'd suppliant makes 

eager cry ? 
Duck. A woman, and thine aunt, great ki 
'tis I. 
Speak with me, pity me, open the door ; 
A beggar begs, that never begg'd before. 
Holing. My dangerous cousin, let your mothe 

1 know, she's come to pray for your foul sin. 
York. If thou do pardon, whosoever pray. 

More sins, for this forgiveness, prosper may. 
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This festered joint cut off, the rest rests sound ; 
This let alone, will all the rest confound. 

Enter Duchess. 

Duch. O king, believe not this hard-hearted man. 

York. Thou fVantic woman, what dost thou make 
here? 

Duch. Sweet York, be patient : Hear me, gentle 
liege. [^Kneels. 

Baling. Rise up, good aunt. 

Duch. Not yet, I thee beseech : 

For ever will I kneel upon my knees, 
And never see day that the happy sees, 
Till thou give joy ; until thou bid me joy, 
By pardoning Rutland, my transgressing boy. 

Aum. Unto my mother's prayers, I bend my knee. 

[Kneels. 

York. Against them both, my true joints bended 
be. [^Kneels. 

Ill may'st thou thrive, if thou grant any grace ! 

Duch. Pleads he in earnest? look upon his face ; 
His eyes do drop no tears, his prayers are in jest ; 
His words come from his mouth, ours from our 

breast : 
He prays but faintly, and would be denied; 
We pray with heart, and soul, and all beside : 
His weary joints would gladly rise, I know ; 
Our knees shall kneel till to the ground they grow : 
His prayers are full of false hypocrisy ; 
Ours, of true zeal and deep integrity. 
Our prayers do out-pray his ; then let them have 
That mercy which true prayers ought to have. 

Baling. Good aunt, stand up, 

Duch. Nay, do not say — stand up ; 

But, pardon, first ; and afterwards, stand up. 
And if I were thy nurse, thy tongue to teach, 
Pardon — should be the first word of thy speech. 
I never long'd to hear a word till now ; 
Say — pardon, king; let pity teach thee hovj \ 
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r ! The word is short, but not so short as sweet ; 

No word like, pardon, for kings' mouths so met 

Thine eye begins to speak, set thy tongue thei 

Or, in thy piteous heart plant thou thine ear ; 

That, hearing how our plaints and prayers do pic 

Pity may move thee, pardon to rehearse. 

noling. Good aunt, stand up. 

Duch. I do not sue to st 

Pardon is all the suit I have in hand. 

Doling, I pardon him, as God shall pardon i 

Duch, O happy vantage of a kneeling knee ! 
Yet am I sick for fear : speak it again ; 
i Twice saying pardon, doth not pardon twain, 

I But makes one pardon strong. 

Baling. With all my h 

I pardon him. 

Duch, A god on earth thou art 

Baling, But for our trusty brother-in-law, — 
the abbot. 
With all the rest of that consorted crew, — 
Destruction straight shall dog them at the hee 
Good uncle, help to order several powers 
To Oxford, or where'er these traitors are : 
They shall not live within this world, I swear. 
But [ will have them, if I once know where. 
Uncle, farewell, — and cousin too, adieu : 
Your mother well hath pray'd, and prove you t 

Duck. Come, my old son: — I pray Heaven n 
thee new. [JSjw 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Exton and a Servant. 

Exton. Didst thou not mark the king, what wi 
he spake ? 
Have I na friend will rid me of this living Jeart 
Was it not so ? 
Serv. Those 'wete\vi% nv^t^ ^ot^. 
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Exton. Have I no friend ? quoth he : he spake 
it twice, 
And urg'd it twice together ; did he not ? 

Serv. He did. 

Exton. And, speaking it, he wistfully look*d on 
me; 
As who should say, — I would, thou wert the man 
That would divorce this terror from my heart ; 
Meaning, the king at Pomfret. Come, let's go ; 
I am the king's friend, and will rid his foe. [Exeuni. 



SCENE V. 

Pomfret. The Castle. 

Enter King Richard. 

K. Rich. I have been studying how I may com* 
pare 
This prison, where I live, unto the world : 
And, for because the world is populous. 
And here is not a creature but myself, 
I cannot do it ; — Yet I'll hammer it out. 
My brain I'll prove the female to my soul ; 
My soul, the father : and these two beget 
A generation of still-breeding thoughts. 
And these same thoughts people this little world ; 
In humours, like the people of this world ; 
For no thought is contented. The better sort, — 
As thoughts of things divine, — are intermix'd 
\Vith scruples, and do set the word itself 
Against the word : 

Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot 
Ijnlikely wonders : how these vain weak nails 
Alay tear a passage through the flinty ribs 
Of this hard world, my ragged prison walls ; 
And, for they cannot, die in their own pride. 
Thoughts tending to content, flatter theni&eVie«> - 
TThat they tare not the Brat of fortune's slaves. 
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Nor shall not be the last ; like silly beggars, 
Who, sitting in the stocks refuge their eJiame, •— 
That many have, and others must sit there : 
And in this thought they find a kind of ease, 
Bearing their own misfortune on the back 
Of such as have before endur'd the like. 
Thus play I, in one person, many people, 
And none contented: Sometimes am I king; 
Then treason makes me wish myself a beggar, 
And so I am : Then crushing penury 
Persuades me I was better when a Icing ; 
Then am I king'd again : and, by-and-by, 
Think that I am unking'd by Bolingbroke, 
And straight am nothing : — but whatever I am. 
Nor I, nor any man, but that but man is. 
With nothing shall be pleas'd till he be eas'd 
With being nothing. — Musick do I hear ? [Musidu 
Ha, ha ! keep time : — How sour sweet musick u. 
When time is broke, and no proportion kept ! 
So is it in the musick of men's hves. 
And here have I the daintiness of ear, 
To check time broke in a disordered string ; 
But, for the concord of my state and time, 
Had not an ear to hear my true time broke. 
I wasted time, and now doth time waste me. 
For now hath time made me his numb'ring clock : 
My thoughts are minutes ; and, with sighs, they jar 
Their watches on unto mine eyes, the outwird 

watch, 
Wliereto my finger, like a diaVs point, 
Is pointing still, in cleansing them from tears. 
Now, sir, the sounds that tell what hour it is. 
Are clamorous groans, that strike upon ray hetft, 
Which is the bell : So sighs, and tears, and groan 
Show minutes, times, and hours : — but my time 
Runs posting on in Bolingbroke's proud joy. 
This musick mads me, let it sound no more ; 
For^ though it have VvoVpe lu^Ldimexi \q iV^ir wits, 
In me, it secm& it \vi\\ make vf\se xivetv \s«A 
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Tet blessing on his heart that gives it me ! 
For 'tis a sign of love ; and love to Richard 
Is a strange brooch in this all-hating world. 

Enter Groom. 

Groom. Hail, royal prince ! 

K. Rich. What art thou ? and how comest thou 
hither, 
Where no man never comes, but that sad dog 
That brings me food, to make misfortune live ? 

Groom. I was a poor groom of thy stable, king, 
When thou wert king; who, travelling towards 

York, 
With much ado, at length have gotten leave 
To look upon my sometime master's face. 
0, how it yeam'd my heart, when I beheld. 
In London streets, that coronation day, 
When Bolingbroke rode on roan Barbary ! 
Hiat horse, that thou so often hast bestrid ; 
That horse, that I so carefully have dress'd ! 

K. Rich. Rode he on Barbary ? Tell me, gentle 
friend. 
How went he under him ? 

Groom. So proudly, as if he disdain'd the ground. 
^ K.Rich. So proud that Bolingbroke was on his 
back! 
That jade hath eat bread from my royal hand ; 
This nand hath made him proud with clapping- him. 
Would he not stumble ? Would he not fall down, 
(Since pride must have a fall,) and break the neck 
Of that proud man that did usurp his back ? 
Forgiveness, horse ! why do I rail on thee. 
Since thou, created to be aw*d by man. 
Wast bom to bear ? I was not made a horse ; 
And yet I bear a burden like an ass, 
Spur-gall'd, and tir*d, by jauncing Bolingbroke. 

VOL. V. K 
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Enter Keeper, with a Dish, 

Keep. Fellow, give place; here is no longer stay. 

[To the Groom. 
K.Rich, If thou love me, 'tis time thou wert 

away. 
Groom, What my tongue dares not, that my 
heart shall say. [Exit, 

Keep. My lord, will't please you to fall to ? 
K. kich. Taste of it first, as thou art wont to do. 
Keq), My lord, I dare not ; sir Pierce of Exton, 
who 
Lately came from the kin?, commands the contrary. 
K,Rich, The devil tsl^e Henry of Lfancaster, 
and thee ! 
Patience is stale, and I am weary of it. 

{^Beats the Keeper. 
Keep, Help, help, help ! 



Enter Exton, and Servants^ armed, 

K Rich, How now ? what means death in this 
rude assault ? 

Villain, thy own hand yields thy death's instru- 
ment. [^Snatching a voeapon^ and kiOing mn^ 

Go thou, and fill another room m hell. 

[He kills another y then Exton sirikes U» 
down. 

That hand shall burn in never-quenching fire. 

That staggers thus my person. — Exton, thy fierce 
hand 

Hath with the king* s blood stain'd the king's ovs 
land. 

Mount, mount, my soul ! thy seat is up on hi^;^ 

Whilst my gross flesh sinks downward, here to difr 

Exton, As full of va\o\iC) «a of royal blood : 
BoA have I spilt ; O, N<ro\]\d \!ti^ ^^^^^v^^^BmA^I 
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For now the denl, that told me — I did well^ 
Says that this deed is chronicled in hell. 
This dead king to the living king 111 bear ; — 
Take hence the rest, and give them burial here. 

lExeunim 



SCENE VI. 

Windsor. A Room in the Castle. 

Flourish, Enter Bolingbroke, and York, mth 

Lords and Attendants, 

BoUng, Sand micle York, the latest news we hear 
Is — that the rebels have consumed with fire 
Our town of Cicester in Glostershire ; 
But whether they be ta'en, or slain, we hear not. 

Enter Northumberland. 

Welcome, my lord : What is the news ? 

North, First, to thy sacred state wish I all hap- 
piness. 
The next news is, — I have to London sent 
The heads of Salisbury, Spencer, Blunt, and Kent : 
The manner of their taking may appear 
At large discoursed in this paper here. 

[^Presenting a paper, 
Boling, We thank thee, gentle Percy, for thy 
pains; 
And to thy worth will add right worthy gains. 

Enter Fitzwater. 

Fitz* My lord, I have from Oxford sent to London 
The heads of Brocas, and Sir Bennet Seely ; 
Two of the dangerous consorted traitors. 
That sought at Oxford thy dire overthrow. 

K 2 
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Baling* Thy painsy Fitzwater, shall not be forgot; 
Right noble u thy ment, well I wot. 

Enter Percy, with the Bishop ^Carlisle. 

Percy. The grand conspirator, abbot of West- 
minster, 
With cloe of conscience, and sour melancholy. 
Hath jrielded up his body to the mive ; 
But here is Carlisle living, to abi& 
Thy kingly doom, and sentence of his pride. 

ioUng, Carlisle, this is your doom : — 
Choose out some secret place, some reverend room. 
More than thou hast, and with it joy thy life ; 
So, as thou liv'st in peace, die free from strife : 
For, though mine enemy thou hast ever been. 
High sparks of honour m thee have I seen. 

Enter Exton, toitk Attendants bearing a Coffin, 

Exton. Great king, within this coffin I present 
Thy buried fear : herein all breathless lies 
The mightiest of thy greatest enemies, 
Richard of Bourdeaux, by me hither brousht 

Baling. Exton, I thank thee not ; for uou hast 
wrought 
A deed of slander, with thy fatal hand. 
Upon my head, and all this famous land. 

Exton. From your own mouth, my lord, did I 
this deed. 

Baling. They love not poison that do poison need. 
Nor do 1 thee ; though I did wish him dead, 
I hate the murderer, love him murdered. 
The guilt of conscience take thou for thy labour. 
But neither my good word, nor princely fieivour : 
With Cain go wander through the shade of night. 
And never show thy head by day nor light.— 
Lords, I protest my soul is full of woe. 
That blood should sprinkle me, to make me grow : 
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e, mourn with me for what I do lament, 

put on sullen black incontinent ; ^ 

lake a voyage to the Holy Land, 

irash this blood off from my guilty hand : — 

zh sadly after ; grace my mournings here, 

eeping after this untimely bier. {^Exeunt. 

!» Immediately. 
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PREFACE OF THE EDITOR 

TO 

THE TWO PARTS OF HENRY IV. 

Mt late excellent friend, Mrs. Montagu, in her 
Essay on the Writings and Genius of Shakspeare^ 
has paid particular attention to Henry the iVth. In 
this, as in every part of her work, good principles, 
judicious argument, and refined taste, appear in all 
her observations ; but I confine myself to the more 
immediate objects of the present publication^— 
purity, and decency oi expression. 

Every person must be sensible, that of all the 
historical plays, the Two Parts of Henry the IVtlk 
are the most difficult to render fit for family reading. 
To clear them of all indecent, and indelicate ei« 
pressions, without destroying the wit and spirit of 
Falstaff, and without injuring the narratiyey is in- 
deed an arduous undertaking ; but I hope I may 
remove many objectionable passages, though I maf 
not be able to render the work perfect. <* Est qw 
dam prodire tenusy si non datur ultras Feeling the 
difficulty of the task, I take as a guide the foUoir- 
ing extract from the just observations of my de* 
ceased friend. 

'* There are delicacies of decorum in one age 
unknown to another age : but whatever is inomoialf 
is equally blameable in all ages; and every approach 
to obscenity, is an ofience, for which wit cannoC 
atone, nor the barbarism or the corruption of the 
times affi^rd an excuse. Mine hostess Quickly is of 
a species not extinct. It may be said, the author 
there sinks from comedy to farce ; but she hehi ta 
complete the character of Falstaff, and some of dr 
dialogues in which she is engaged are divert^ 
Every scene in which DoU Tear^c«\. v^fw 
indecent ; and therefore not onXv \Ti^«;^enBfit 
inexcusable:' 
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After the foregoing quotation, my readers will 
not be surprised, if the name of the l&st mentioned 
person is not to be found in the following plays. 
I hope that all obscenity is equally banished from 
them. I wish it were in my power in like manner 
to exclude every expression which approaches to 
vulgarity or indelicacy ; but this, I fear, cannot be 
done, unless the whole of those scenes are omitted, 
in which any of the comic characters appear. The 
present publication may possibly be censured by 
two classes of readers, of very different sentiments. 
Those persons who are unwilling to be deprived of 
any part of the wit of Falstaff (whatever may be the 
expense of retaining it) will perhaps be displeased 
at the omission of the evening scene between him 
and Doll Tearsheet, and their followers. To them 
I reply, that consistently with the design of the 
present edition of Shakspeare, the omission was 
unavoidable ; but I regret it the less, because, as 
was suggested in my preface, those readers can 
gratify tneir taste by having recourse to former 
editions of the Second Part of Henry the IVth. 

Other persons may possibly complain that there 
still remain in this work some expressions which 
are not consistent with .that perfect delicacy of 
sentiment, with which it were desirable that every 
publication should be conducted. To this objec- 
tion I fear that I can give no answer that will be 
quite satisfactory. I can only say, that I have 
endeavoured to render the speeches of Falstaff and 
his companions as correct as they could be ren- 
dered, without losing sight of their characters and 
dispositions. Those persons who still object to 
their language, cannot I believe do better, than 
confine their reading to the serious parts of the 
three following plays, which possess such merit, as 
can hardly be equalled in any other dramatic poet, 
and is seldom exceeded by our own immortal bard. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



King Henry the Fourth. 

Henry, Prince of JVales. 1 ^ *l ■/•• 

Prince John ofLancaJer, } «"« *" **" ^"W' 

Earl o/ Westmoreland, 1 ^ir j . .^ «" 

Sia Walter Blunt, } -Z^* *" *** *^««- 

Thomas Percy, Earl of Worcester, 

Henry Percy, Earl of Northumberland c 

Henry Percy, sumamed Hotspur, his son. 

Edward Mortimer, Earl of March. 
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ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE I. 

London. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King Henry, Westmoreland, Sir 
Walter Blunt, and others. 

Km Hen. So shaken as we are, so wan with care, 
Find we a time for frighted peace to pant. 
And breathe short-winded accents of new broils 
To be commenc'd in stronds > afar remote. 
No more the thirsty Erinnys ^ of this soil 
Shall daub her lips with her own children's blood ; 
No more shall trenching war channel her fields. 
Nor bruise her flowrets with the armed hoofs 
Of hostile paces : those opposed eyes. 
Which, — like the meteors of a troubled heaven. 

All of one nature, of one substance bred, 

Did lately meet in the intestine shock 
And furious close of civil butchery. 
Shall now, in mutual, well-beseeming ranks, 
March all one way ; and be no more oppos'd 
Afl;ainst acquaintance, kindred, and allies : 
The edge of war, like an ill-sheathed knife. 

Strands, banks of the sea. ^ The fury of discorcT. 
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No more shall cut his master. Therefore, friendi, 
As far as to the sepulchre of Christ, 
(Whose soldier now, under whose blessed cron 
We are impressed and engag'd to fight,) 
Forthwith a power of English shall we levy ; 
Whose arms were moulded in their mothers' womb 
To chase these pagans, in those holy fields, 
Over whose acres walk'd those blessed feet. 
Which, fourteen hundred years ago, were naird 
For our advantage, on the bitter cross. 
But this our purpose is a twelve-month old. 
And bootless 'tis to tell you — we will go ; 
Therefore we meet not now : — Then let me heir 
Of you, my gentle cousin Westmoreland, 
What yesternight our council did decree. 
In forwarding this dear expedience. ^ 

West, My liege, this haste was hot in questioD» 
And many limits * of the charge set down 
But yesternight : when, all athwart, there came 
A post from Wales, loaden with heavy news ; 
Whose worst was, — that the noble Mortimer, 
Leading the men of Herefordshire to fight 
Against the irregular and wild Glendower, 
Was by the rude hands of that Welshman taken, 
And a thousand of his people butchered. 

K. Hen. It seems, then, that the tidings of thii 
broil 
Brake off our business for the Holy Land. 

fVesL This, match*d with other, did, my gradooi 
lord; 
For more uneven and unwelcome news 
Came from the north, and thus it did import. 
On Holy-rood day ^, the gallant Hotspur there, 
Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald, 
That ever-valiant and approved Scot, 
At Holmedon met. 
Where they did spend a sad and bloody hour ; 

' Expedition. * V-suw^u-. Se^vwi^w^^ 
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As by discharge of their artillery, 
And shape of likelihood, the news was told ; 
For he that brought them, in the very heat 
And pride of their contention did take horse, 
Uncertain of the issue any way. 

K, Hen, Here is a dear and true industrious 
friend. 
Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his horse, 
Stain'd with the variation of each soil 
Betwixt that Holmedon and this seat of ours ; 
And he hath brought us smooth and welcome news. 
Hie earl of Douglas is discomfited ; 
Ten thousand bold Scots, two-and-twenty knights, 
Balk'd^ in their own blood, did sir Walter see 
On Holmedon's plain : Of prisoners Hotspur took 
Mordake the earl of Fife, and eldest son 
To beaten Douglas ; and the earls of Athol, 
Of Murray, Angus, and Menteith. 
And is not this an honourable spoil ? 
A gallant prize ? ha, cousin, is it not ? 

West. It is a conquest for a prince to boast of. 

K. Hen. Yea, there thou mak'st me sad, and 
mak'st me sin 
In envy that my lord Northumberland 
Should be the father of so blest a son : 
A son who is the theme of honour's tongue ; 
Amongst a grove, the very straightest plant ; 
Who is sweet fortune's minion, and her pride : 
¥^lst I, by looking on the praise of him. 
See riot and dishonour stain the brow 
Of my young Harry. O, that it could be prov'd, 
That some mght-tnpping fairy had exchanged 
In cradle-clotns our children where they lay. 
And caird mine — Percy, his — Plantagenet ! 
Then would I have his Harry, and he mine. 
But let him from my thoughts: — What think you, 
coz', 

* Piled up in a heap. 
voz, V. 2^ 
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Of this voung Percy 8 pride ? the prisoners, 
Which he in this adventure hath surpriz'd, 
To his own use he keeps : and sends me word, 
I shall have none but Mordake earl of Fife. 

West. This is his uncle's teaching, this is Wor- 
cester, 
Malevolent to you in all aspects : 
Which makes him prune ^ himself, and bristle up 
The crest of youth against your dignity. 

K, Hen. But I have sent for him to answer this ; 
And, for this cause, awhile we must neglect 
Our holy purpose to Jerusalem. 
Cousin, on Wednesday next our council we 
Will hold at Windsor, so inform the lords : 
fiut come yourself with speed to us again ; 
For more is to be said, and to be done. 
Than out of anger can be uttered. 

West. I will, my liege. [^Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 

Another Room in the Palace, 

Enter Henry Prince of IVahs, and Falstapf. 

FaL Now, Hal, what time of day is it, lad ? 

P. Hen. Thou art so fat-witted, with drinking of 
old sack, and sleeping upon benches afler noon, 
that thou hast forgotten to demand that truly which 
thou would'st truly know. What hast thou to do 
with the time of the day ? unless hours were cups 
of sack, and minutes capons, I see no reason, why 
thou should*8t be so superfluous to demand the 
time of tlie day. 

FaL Indeed, you come near me, now, Hal : for 
we that take purses, go by the moon and seven 

7 Trim as birds clean their feathers. 
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Stars ; and not by Phoebus, — he, that toandering 
knight so fair. And, I pray thee, sweet wag, when 
thou art king, — as, save th^ grace, (majesty, I 
should say ; for grace thou wilt have none,) 

P. Hen. What, none? 

Fal. No, by my troth ; not so much as will serve 
to be prologue to an egg and butter, 

P. Hen. Well, how then ? come, roundly, 
roundly. 

Fal. Marry, then, sweet wag, when thou art 
king, let not us that are squires of the night's body, 
be called thieves of the day's beauty ; let us be •— 
Diana's foresters, gentlemen of the shade, minions 
of the moon : And let men say, we be men of good 
government : being governed as the sea is, by our 
noble and chaste mistress the moon, under whose 
countenance we — steal. 

P. Hen. Thou say'st well ; and it holds well too: 
for the fortune of us, that are the moon's men, 
doth ebb and flow like the sea ; being governed as 
the sea is, by the moon. As, for proof, now : A 
purse of gold most resolutely snatched on Monday 
night, and most dissolutely spent on Tuesday morn- 
ing; got with swearing — lay by^; and spent with 
crying — bring in^: now, in as low an ebb as the 
foot of the ladder ; and, by and by, in as high a 
flow as the ridge of the gallows. 

Fal. Thou say'st true, lad. And is not my hos- 
tess of the tavern a most sweet girl ? 

P. Hen. As the honey of Hybla, my old lad of 
the castle. And is not a buff jerkin a most sweet 
robe of durance ? * 

Fal. How now, how now, mad wag? what, in 
thy quips, and thy quiddities ? what have I to do 
with a buff jerkin? 

P. Hen. Why, what have I to do with my hos- 
tess of the tavern ? 

» Stand still. » More wine. 

' The dress of slieritts' officers. 

\. 2 
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Fal* Well, thou hast called her to a reckoning 
many a time and oft. 

P. Hen, Did I ever call for thee to pay thy 
part? 

FaL No ; ni give thee thy due, thou hast paid 
all there. 

P. Hen, Yea, and elsewhere, so far as my coin 
would stretch ; and, where it would not, I have used 
my credit. 

Fal, Yea, and so used it, that were it not here 
apparent that thou art heir apparent, — But I pr'y- 
thee, sweet wag, shall there be gallows standins in 
England when thou art king ? and resolution was 
fobbed, as it is, with the rusty curb of old father 
antick the law ? Do not thou, when thou art king, 
hang a thief. 

P. Hen. No ; thou shalt. 

Fal. Shall I ? O rare ! 1*11 be a brave judge. 

P. Hen. Thou judgest false already ! I meaoi 
thou shalt have the hanging of the thieves, and lo 
become a rare hangman. 

FaL Well, Hal, well ; and in some sort it jumps 
with my humour, as well as waiting in the court, 
I can tell you. 

P. Hen. For obtaining of suits ? 

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of suits : whereof the 
hangman hath no lean wardrobe. I am as melan- 
choly as a lugged bear. 

P. Hen. Or an old lion ; or a lover's lute. 

Fal. Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnshire bag- 
pipe. ^ 

P. Hen. What sayest thou to a hare, or the me- 
lancholy of Moor-ditch ? 

Fal. Thou hast the most unsavoury similes ; an 

art, indeed, the most comparative, rascalliest, - 

sweet young prince, — But, Hal, I pr'ythee, troob' 

me no more with vanity. I wish thou and I knc 

where a commodity oIl ^oodi w^'kv^:^ vi^te to I 

^ Cro«k o^^i^to^. 
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bought : an old lord of the council rated me the 
other day in the street about you, sir ; but I marked 
him not : and yet he talked very wisely ; but I re- 
garded him not : and yet he talked wisely, and in 
Uie street too. 

P. Hen. Thou did'st well ; for wisdom cries out 
in the streets, and no man regards it. 

Fal. O thou art, indeed, able to corrupt a saint. 
Thou hast done much harm upon me, Hal, — 
Heaven forgive thee for it ! Before I knew thee, 
Haly I knew nothing; and now am I, if a man 
should speak truly, Tittle better than one of the 
wicked. I must give over this life, and I will give 
it over ; an I do not, I am a villain. 

P, Hen, Where shall we take a purse to-mor- 
rowy Jack ? 

Fal, Where thou wilt, lad. 111 make one ; an I 
do not, call me villain, and baffle ^ me. 

P. Hen. I see a good amendment of life in thee ; 
from praying, to purse-taking. 

Enter Poins, at a distance. 

FaL Why, Hal, 'tis my vocation, Hal ; *tis no 
sin for a man to labour in his vocation. Poins ! — 
Now shall we know if Gadshill have set a match.^ 
This is the most omnipotent villain that ever cried. 
Stand, to a true man. 

P. Hen. Good morrow, Ned. 

Poins. Good morrow, sweet Hal. — What says 
monsieur Remorse ? What says sir John Sack-and- 
Sugar ? — My lads, my lads, to-morrow morning, by 
four o'clock, early at Gadshill : There are pilgrims 
going to Canterbury with rich offerings, and traders 
riding to London with fat purses : I have visors for 
you all, you have horses lor yourselves : Gadshill 
lies to-mght in Rochester : I have bespoke supper 
to-morrow night in Eastcheap ; we may do it as 

' Treat inc with ignounny. * Made an aY^YWiulrcvttvX., 

L 3 
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secure as sleep : If you will go, I will stuff your 
purses full of crowns : if you will not, tarry at home, 
and be hanged. 

Fal. Hear me, Yedward ; if I tarry at homei and 
go not, ril hang you for going. 

Poins, You will, chops ? 

FaL Hal, wilt thou make one ? 

P. Hen. Who, I rob ? I a thief? not I, by my 
faith. 

Fal. There's neither honesty, manhood, nor Bood 
fellowship in thee, nor thou earnest not of the blood 
royal, if thou darest not stand for ten shillings.* 

P. Hen. Well, then, once in my days I'U be a 
madcap. 

Fal, Why, that's well said. 

P. Hen. Well, come what will, I'll tarry at home. 

Fal. Ill be a traitor then, when thou art king. 

P. Hen. I care not. 

Poins. Sir John, I pr'ythee, leave the prince and 
me alone ; I will lay him down such reasons for 
this adventure, that he shall go. 

Fal. Well, may'st thou have the spirit of persua- 
sion, and he the ears of profiting, that what thoo 
speakest may move, and what he hears may be 
believed, that the true prince may (for recreatioo 
sake) prove a false thief; for the poor abuses of 
the time want countenance. Farewell : You shall 
find me in Eastcheap. 

P. Hen. Farewell, thou latter spring ! Farewell 
All-hallown summer !^ [_Exit Falstaff. 

Poins. Now, my good sweet honey lord, ride witb 
us to-morrow; I have a lest to execute, that lean* 
not manage alone. Falstaff, Bardolph, Peto, and 
Gadshill, shall rob those men that we have already 
waylaid ; yourself, and I, will not be there : and 

' The value of a coin caWeOi real o\ roijol. 
<* Fine weather at. \\\-Vv«\\o>Ntv\\\t^ V>. c. 
JVov. I St.) is called d KVV-WWoyjtv ^wvwkv«. 
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when they have the booty, if you and I do not rob 
them, cut tills head from my shoulders. 

P. Hen, But how shall we part with them in 
setting forth ? 

Poins. Why, we will set forth before or after 
them,:and appoint them a place of meeting, where- 
in it is at our pleasure to fail ; and then will they 
adventure upon the exploit themselves; which they 
shall have no sooner achieved, but we*ll set upon 
them. 

P, Hen, Ay, but, 'tis like, that they will know us, 
by our horses, by our habits, and by every other 
appointment, to be ourselves. 

Poins. Tut ! our horses they shall not see, FU tie 
them in the wood ; our visors we will change, aftei* 
we leave them ; and, sirrah, I have cases of buck- 
ram for the nonce ^ , to immask our noted outward 
garments. 

P. Hen. But, I doubt, they will be too hard for 
us. 

Poins. Well, for two of them, I know them to be 
as true-bred cowards as ever turned back ; and for 
the third, if he fight longer than he sees reason. 111 
forswear arms. The virtue of this jest will be, the 
incomprehensible lies that this same fat rogue will 
tell us, when we meet at supper: how thirty, at least, 
he fought with ; what wards, what blows, what ex- 
tremities he endur'd; and, in the reproof of this, 
lies the jest. 

P. Hen. Well, I'll go with thee ; provide us all 
things necessary, and meet me to-morrow night in 
Eastcheap ; there Til sup. Farewell. 
Poins. Farewell, my lord. [Exit Poins. 

P. Hen. I know you all, and will a while uphold 
The unyok'd humour of your idleness : 
Yet herein will I imitate the sun ; 
Who doth permit the base contagious clouds 

7 Occasion. 
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To smother up his beauty from the world. 

That, when he please again to be himself, 

Being wanted, he may be more wonder'd at. 

By breaking through the foul and ugly mists 

Of vapours, that did seem to strangle him. 

If all the year were playing holidays, 

To sport would be as tedious as to work ; 

But, when they seldom come, they wish'd-for corner 

And nothing pleaseth but rare accidents. 

So, when this loose behaviour I throw off. 

And pay the debt I never promised, 

By how much better than my word I am, 

By so much shall I falsify men's hopes ; 

And, like bright metal on a sullen ground, 

My reformation, glittering o*er my fault. 

Shall show more goodly, and attract more eyesy 

Than that which hath no foil to set it off. 

ril so offend, to make offence a skill ; 

Redeeming time, when men think least I will. 

SCENE III. 

Another Room in the Palace, 

Enter King Henry, North umberl4.nd, Wor- 
cester, Hotspur, Sir Walter Blunt, aai 
others. 

K. Hen. My blood hatli been too cold and tem- 
perate. 
Unapt to stir at these indignities. 
And you have found me ; for, accordingly. 
You tread upon my patience ; but, be sure, 
I will from henceforth rather be myself. 
Mighty, and to be feaf d, \\vd\\ wv^ condition ; ® 
M'hich hath been smootVv as o\\,^ci^«&^w»i'^^<wv 
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And therefore lost that title of respect, 
Which the proud soul ne'er pays but to the proud. 
JVor, Our house, my sovereign liege^ little de- 
serves, 
The scourge of greatness to be used on it ; 
And that same greatness to which our own hands 
Have holp to make so portly. 

North. My lord, 

K, Hen. Worcester, get thee gone, for I see 
danger 
And disobedience in thine eye ; O, sir, 
Your presence is too bold and peremptory, 
And majesty might never yet endure 
The moody frontier of a servant brow. 
You have good leave to leave us ; when we need 
Your use and counsel, we shall send for you. — 

[^Exit Worcester. 
You were about to speak. [ To North. 

North. Yea, my good lord. 

Those prisoners in your highness' name demanded, 
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took, 
Were, as he says, not with such strength denied 
As is delivered to your majesty : 
Either envy, therefore, or misprision 
Is guilty of this fault, and not my son. 

Hot. My liege, I did deny no prisoners. 
But, I remember, when the fight was done, 
Wlien I was dry with rage, and extreme toil. 
Breathless and faint, leaning upon my sword. 
Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly dress'd, 
Fresh as a bridegroom ; and his chin, new reap*d, 
Show'd like a stubble-land at harvest-home ; 
He was perfumed like a milliner ; 
And 'twixt his finger and his thumb he held 
A pouncet-box ^, which ever and anon 
He gave his nose, and took't away again ; — 
Who, therewith angry, when it next came thet^^ 

ff A small box for mmk or other peT?umc& 
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Took it in snuff: — and still he smil'd and talk'd; 

And, as the soldiers bore dead bodies by. 

He call'd them — untaught knaves, unmannerly, 

To bring a slovenly unhandsome corse 

Betwixt the wind and his nobility. 

With many holiday and lady terms 

He questioned me ; among the rest demanded 

My prisoners, in your majesty *s behalf. 

I then, all smarting, with my wounds being cold, 

To be so pester 'd with a popinjay 

Out of my grief and my impatience, 

Answer *d neglect ingly, I know not what ; 

He should, or he should not ; — for he made me mad, 

To see him shine so brisk, and smell so sweet, 

And talk so like a waiting-gentlewoman. 

Of guns, and drums, and wounds, (God save the 

mark !) 
And telling me, the sovereign'st thing on earth 
Was pannaceti, for an inward bruise ; 
And that it was great pity, so it was. 
That villainous saltpetre should be digg'd 
Out of the bowels of the harmless earth. 
Which many a good tall ' fellow had destroy'd 
So cowardly ; and, but for these vile guns. 
He would himself have been a soldier. 
This bald unjointed chat of his, my lord, 
I answered indirectly, as I said ; 
And, I beseech you, let not his report 
Come current for an accusation, 
Betwixt my love and your high majesty. 

Blunt, The circumstance considered, good my 
Whatever Harry Percy then had said, 
To sucli a person, and in such a place. 
At such a time, with all the rest re-told, 
May reasonably die, and never rise 
To do him wrong, or any way impeach 
U7iat then he said, so he unsav it now. 
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K* Hen. Why, yet he doth deny his prisoners ; 
But with proviso, and exception, — 
That we, at our own charge, shall ransome straight 
His brother-in-law, the foolish Mortimer ; 
Who, on my soul, hath wilfully betray'd 
The lives of those that he did lead to fight 
Against the ereat magician, vile Glendower ; 
^^ose daughter, as we hear, the earl of March 
Hath lately married. Shall our coffers then 
Be emptied, to redeem a traitor home ? 
Shall we buy treason ? and indent ^ with fears, 
When they have lost and forfeited themselves ? 
No, on the barren mountains let him starve ; 
For I shall never hold that man my friend, 
Whose tongue shall ask me for one penny cost 
To ransome home revolted Mortimer. 

HoU Revolted Mortimer ! 
He never did fall off, my sovereign liege, 
But by the chance of war : — To prove that true. 
Needs no more but one tongue for all those wounds, 
Those mouthed wounds, which valiantly he took, 
When on the gentle Severn's sedgy bank, 
In single opposition, hand to hand. 
He did confx)und the best part of an hour 
In chancing hardiment with great Glendower : 
Three times they breath'd, and three times did they 

drink. 
Upon agreement, of swift Severn's flood ; 
Vmo th^n, afirighted with their bloody looks, 
Ran fearfully among the trembling reeds. 
And hid his crisp ^ head in the hollow bank 
Blood-stained with these valiant combatants. 
Never did bare and rotten policy 
Colour her working with such deadly wounds ; 
Nor never could the noble Mortimer 
Receive so many, and all willingly : 
Then let him not be slander'd with revolt 

'-' Sign an Indenture, 3 Cuv\ed. 
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K. Hen. Thou dost belie him, Percy, thou dost 
belie him ; 
He never did encounter with Glendower ; 
I tell thee, 

He durst as well have met the devil alone, 
As Owen Glendower for an enemy. 
Art not ashamed? But, sirrah, henceforth 
Let me not hear you speak of Mortimer : 
Send me your prisoners with the speediest means, 
Or you shall hear in such a kind from me 
As will displease you. — My lord Northumberland, 
We license your departure with your son : ^- 
Send us your prisoners, or you'll hear of it. 

[Exeunt King Henry, Blunt, and Train. 

Hot. And if the devil come and roar for them, 
I will not send them : — I will after straight. 
And tell him so ; for I will ease my heart, 
Although it be with hazard of my head. 

North, What, drunk with choler ? stay, and pause 
awhile ; 
Here comes your uncle. 

Re-enter W^orcester. 

Hot. Speak of Mortimer ? 

Yes, I will speak of him ; and let my soul 
Want mercy, if I do not join with him : 
Yea, on his part. Til empty all these veins. 
And shed my dear blood drop by drop i* the dust, 
But I will lift the down-trod Mortimer 
As hidi i* the air as this unthankful king. 
As this ingrate and cankered Bolingbroke. 

North, Brother, the king hath made your nephew 
mad. r To Worcester. 

IVor. Who struck this heat up, after I was gone ? 

Hot, He will, forsooth, have all my prisoners ; 
And when I urg*d the ransome once again 
Of my wife's brother, then his cheek look'd pale ; 
And on my face he turn'd an eye of death, 
Trembling even at the name oi' Mortimer. 
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Wor. I cannot blame him : Was he not proclainrd, 
fiy Richard that dead is, the next of blood? 

North. He was ; I heard the proclamation : 
And then it was, when the unhappy king 

g Those wrongs in us God pardon !) did set forth 
pon his Irish expedition : 
From whence he, intercepted, did return 
To be depos'd, and shortly, murdered. 

Wor, And for whose death, we in the world's wide 
mouth 
Live scandalized, and foully spoken of. 

Hat. But, soft, I pray you ; Did king Richard 
then 
Proclaim my brother Edmund Mortimer 
Heir to the crown ? 

North. He did ; myself did hear it. 

Hot. Nay, then I cannot blame his cousin king, 
That wish'd him on the barren mountains starved. 
But shall it be, that you, — that set the crown 
Upon the head of this forgetful man ; 
Ajid, for his sake, wear the detested blot 
Of murd'rous subordination, —shall it be. 
That you a world of curses undergo ; 
Being the agents, or base second means, 
The cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather ? — 
O, pardon me, that I descend so low. 
To show the line, and the predicament. 
Wherein you range under this subtle king. — 
Shall it, for shame, be spoken in these days. 
Or fill up chronicles in time to come. 
That men of your nobility and power. 
Did gage them both in an unjust behalf, — 
As both of you, God pardon it ! have done, — 
To put down Richard, that sweet lovely rose. 
And plant this thorn, this canker, Bolingbroke ? 
And shall it in more shame, be further spoken, 
That you are fool'd, discarded, and shook of[ 
By him^ for whom these shames ye underweivX.? 
No; yet time serves, wherein you may redeetcv 

VOL. V. jVf 
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Your banish'd honoun, and restore yourselTes 
Into the good thoughts of the world again : 
Revenge the jeering, and diisdain'd contempt^ 
Of this proud king ; who studies day and night. 
To answer all the debt he owes to you. 
Even with the bloody payment of your deaths. 
Therefore, I say, — 

War. Peace, cousin, say no more : 

And now I will unclasp a secret book. 
And to your quick-conceivine discontents 
111 read your matter deep and dangerous ; 
As full of peril, and advent'rous spirit. 
As to o'er-walk a current, roaring loud. 
On the unsteadfast footing of a spear. 

Hotn If he fall in, good night: — or sink or swim: 
Send danger from the east unto the west. 
So honour cross it from the north to south, 
And let them grapple ; — O ! the blood more stirs, 
To rouse a lion, than to start a hare. 

North. Imagination of some great exploit 
Drives him beyond the bounds of patience. 

Hot, By heaven, methinks, it were an easy leap. 
To pluck bright honour from the pale-fac*d moon ; 
Or dive into the bottom of the deep. 
Where fathom-line could never touch the ground, 
And pluck up drovmed honour by the locks ; 
So he, that doth redeem her thence, might wear. 
Without corrival, all her dignities : 
But out upon this half-fac*d fellowship ! 

Wor. He apprehends a word of figures here, 
But not the form of what he should attend. — 
Good cousin, give me audience for a while. 

Hot. I cry you mercy. 

Wor. Those same noble Scots, 

That are your prisoners, ■ 

H(^. I'll keep them all ; 

By heaven, he shall not have a Scot of them : 
No, if a Scot would save his soul, he shall not : 
ril keep them, by this hand. 
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Wor. You Start away, 

And lend no ear unto my purposes. — 
Those prisoners you shall keep. 

Hot. Nay, 1 will ; that's flat : — 

He said, he would not ransom Mortimer ; 
Forbad my tongue to speak of Mortimer ; 
But I will find him when he lies asleep, 
And in his ear 111 holla — Mortimer ! 
Nay, 

ni have a starling shall be taught to speak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him, 
To keep his anger still in motion. 

Wor, Hear you, 

Cousin ; a word. 

Hot. All studies here I solemnly defy. 
Save how to gall and pinch this Bolingbroke : 
And that same sword-and-bucklerprince of Wales, — 
But that I think his father loves him not. 
And would be glad he met with some mischance, 
Fd have him poison*d with a pot of ale. 

Wor. Farewell, kinsman ! I will talk to you. 
When you are better tempered to attend. 

North. Why, what a wasp-stung and impatient fool 
Art thou, to break into this woman's mood ; . 
Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own ! 

Hot. Why, look you, I am whipp'd and scourg*d 
with rods. 
Nettled, and stung with pismires, when I hear 
Of this vile politician, Bolingbroke. 
In Richard's time, ~ What do you call the place ? — 
A plague upon't ! — it is in Glostershire ; — 
Twas where the mad-cap duke his uncle kept ; 
His uncle York ! — where I first bow'd my knee 
Unto this king of smiles, this Bolingbroke, 
When you and he came back from Ravenspurg. 

North. At Berkley castle. 

Hot, You say true \ 

Why, what a candy deal of courtesy 
This fawBiDg greyhound then did proSet rae\ 

M 2 
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Look, — token his infant fortune came to age. 
And, — gentle Harry Percys — and, kind cousin^ — 

The devil take such cozeners ! Heaven forgive 

me! 

Good uncle, tell your tale, for I have done. 

Wor, Nay, if you have not, to*t again; 
We'll stay your leisure. 

Hot, I have done, iTaith. ' 

Wor, Then once more to your Scottish prisoners. 
Deliver them up without their ransome straight. 
And make the Douglas' son your only mean 
For powers in Scotland ; which, — for divers reasons, 
Which I shall send you written, — be assur'd. 
Will easily be granted. — You my lord, — 

[To Northumberland. 
Your son in Scotland being thus employ*d, — 
Shall secretly into the bosom creep 
Of that same noble prelate, well belov'd. 
The archbishop. 

Hot. Of York, is't not ? 

Wor. True ; who bears hard 
His brother's death at Bristol, the lord Scroop. 
I speak not this in estimation, 
As what I think might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, and set down ; 
And only stays but to behold the face 
Of that occasion that shall bring it on. 

Hot. I smell it ; upon my life, it will do well. 

NoHh. Before the game's afoot, thou still let'st 
slip. 

Hot. Why, it cannot choose but be a noble plot ; — 
And then the power of Scotland, and of York, — 
To join with Mortimer, ha ? 

Wor. And so they shall. 

Hot. In faith, it is exceedingly well aim'd. 

Wor. And 'tis no little reason bids us speed, 
To save our heads by raising of a head :^ 

3 A bodv of forces. 
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For^ bear ourselves as even as we can, 
Tlie king will always think him in our debt ; 
And think we think ourselves unsatisfied, 
Till he hath found a time to pay us home. 
And see already, how he doth begin 
To make us strangers to his looks of love. 

Hot. He does, he does; we'll be reveng'd on 
him. 

Wor. Cousin, farewell . — No further go in this, 
Than I by letters shall direct your course. 
When time is ripe, (which will be suddenly,) 
I'll steal to Glendower and lord Mortimer ; 
Where you and Douglas, and our powers at once, 
(As I will fashion it,) shall happily meet. 
To bear our fortunes in our own strong arms, 
Which now we hold at much uncertainty. 

North. Farewell, good brother : we sh^ll thrive, 
I trust. 

Hot. Uncle, adieu : — O, let the hours be short, 
Till fields, and blows, and groans applaud our sport 1 

[Exeunt. 



ACT THE SECOND- 
SCENE I. 
Rochester. An Inn Yard. 

Enter a Carrier, loith a Lantern in his hand. 

1 Car. Heigh ho ! An't be not four by the day, 
ril be hanged: Charles* wain is over the new 
chimney, and yet our horse not packed. What, 
ostler ! 

Ost. [fVithifi."] Anon, anon. 

M 3 
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1 Car. I pr'3rthee, Tom, beat Cut's ^ 8addle» put 
a few flocks in the point ; the poor jade is wrung id 
the withers out of all cess.^ 

Enter another Carrier. 

2 Car, Pease and beans are as dauk here ai i 
dog, and that is the next way to give poor jadei 
the bots : this house is turned upside down, since 
Robin ostler died. ■ 

1 Car. Poor fellow ! never joyed since the prioe 
of oats rose ; it was the death of him. 

2 Car. 1 think this be the most villainous haaie 
in all London road for fleas : I am stung like • 
tench.^ 

1 Car. Like a tench ? by the mass, there is ne'er 
a king in Christendom could be better bit than I 
have been since the first cock. 

2 Car. What, ostler ! con^e away and be hanged, 
come away. I have a gammon of bacon, and two 
razes of ginger, to be delivered as far as Charing- 
cross. 

1 Car, The turkies in my pannier are quite 
starved. — Wliat, ostler ! — A plague on thee ! out 
thou never an eye in thy head ? canst not hear? 
An 'twere not as good a deed as drink, to break the 
pate of thee, 1 am a very villain. — Come, and be 
hanged : — Hast no faith in thee ? 

Enter Gadshill. 

Gads. Good morrow, carriers. What's o'clock? 

1 Car. 1 think it be two o'clock. 

Gads. 1 pr ythec, lend me thy lantern, to see my 
gelding in the stable. 

1 Car. Nay, soft, I pray ye; I know a trick 
worth two of that. 

* Aaiwe oihis horse* ^ Mcvtovvtc. ^ 't^voX.VM^X^^^Nscs^ 
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CkuU. I pr'ythee leud me thine. 

2 Car. Ay, when? canst tell? — Lend me thy 
lantern, quoth a? — marry, Til see thee hanged 
first. 

Gads. Sirrah carrier, what time do you mean to 
come to London ? 

2 Car, Time enough to go to bed with a candle, 
I warrant thee. — Come, neighbour Mugs, we'll 
call up the gentlemen ; they will along with com- 
pany, for they have great charge. [Exeunt Carriers. 

Gads. What, ho ! chamberlain ! 

Cham. \_lVithin,'] At hand, quoth pick-purse.^ 

Gads. That's even as fair as — at hand, quoth the 
chamberlain : for thou variest no more from picking 
of purses, than giving direction doth from labouring; 
thou lay*st the plot how. 

Enter Chamberlain. 

Cham. Good morrow, master Gadshill. It holds 
current, that I told you yesternight: There's a 
franklin ^ in the wild of Kent, hath brought three 
hundred marks with him in gold : I heard him tell 
it to one of his company, last night at supper ; a 
kind of auditor; one that hath abundance or charge 
too, heaven knows what. They are up already, 
and call for eggs and butter: They will away 
presently. 

Gads. Sirrah, if they meet not with saint Nicholas* 
clerks^. Til give thee this neck. 

Cham. No, 1*11 none of it : I pr'y thee keep that 
for the hangman ; for, I know, thou worship'st saint 
Nicholas as truly as a man of falsehood may. 

Gads. What talkest thou to me of the hangman ? 
if I hang, I'll make a fat pair of gallows : for, if I 
hang, old sir John hangs with me ; and, thou 

^ A proverb, from the pickpursc being always t^ivvVj- . 
' ^>ccboIder. o Cant term lor Vvi^VwiA^mw. 
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knowest, he's no starveling. Tut : there are other 
Trojans that thou dreamest not of, the which, for 
sport sake, are content to do the profession some 
grace ; that would, if matters should be looked into^ 
for their own credit sake, make all whole. I am 
joined with no foot land-rakers ^ no long-staff six- 
penny strikers; none of these mad, mu8taclu(S 
purple-hued malt-worms; but with nobility and 
tranquillity: burgo-masters, and great oneyen'; 
such as can hold m ; such as will strike sooner than 
speak, and speak sooner than drink, and diink 
sooner than pray : And yet I lie ; for they pray 
continually to their saint, the common-wealth ; or, 
rather, not pray to her, but prey on her ; for thef 
ride up and down on her, and make her tbor 
boots. ^ 

Cham, What, the commonwealth their booti? 
will she hold out water in wet weather ? 

Gads, She will, she will ; justice hath liquored 
her.-^ We steal as in a castle, cock-sure ; we ha?e 
the receipt of femseed, we walk invisible. 

Cham. Nay, by my faith ! I think you are more 
beholden to the night than to fern-seed, for your 
walking invisible. 

Gads. Give me thy hand : thou shalthave a share 
in our purchase, as I am a true man. 

Cham. Nay, rather let me have it as you are a 
false thief. 

Gads. Go to ; Homo is a common name to all 
men. Bid the ostler bring my gelding out of the 
stable. Farewell, you muddy knave. {^Exeiai. 

' Footpads. 2 Publick accountants. 

^ Booty. 4 Oiled, smoothed her over* 
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SCENE II. 

The Road by Gadshill. 

Enter Prince Henry and Poins ; Bardolph and 

Peto, at some distance. 

Poins. Come, shelter, shelter; I have removed 
i^alstaff 's horse, and he frets like a gummed velvet. 
P. Hen, Stand close. 

Enter Falstaff. 

Fal. Poins ! Poins ! and be hanged ! Poins ! 

P. Hen. Peace, ye fat-kidney'd rascal ; what a 
brawling dost thou keep ! 

Fal. Where's Poins, Hal ! 

P. Hen. He is walked up to the top of the hill ; 
rJl go seek him. [Pretends to seek Poins. 

FaL I am accursed to rob in that thiePs company : 
the rascal hath removed my horse, and tied him I 
know not where. If I travel but four foot by the 
squire^ further afoot, I shall break my wind. Well, 
I doubt not but to die a fair death for all this, if I 
'scape hanging for killing that rogue. I have for- 
sworn his company hourly any time these two-and- 
tw^nty years, and yet I am bewitched with the 
rogue s company. If the rascal have not given me 
medicines to make me love him. Til be hanged ; it 
could not be else ; I have drunk medicines. — Poins ! 
— Hal ! — a plague upon you both ! — Bardolph ; — 
Peto ! — I'll starve ere 1*11 rob a foot further. An 
'twere not as good a deed as drink, to turn true 
man, and leave these rogues, I am the veriest varlet 

'•* Square, rule. 
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that ever chewed with a tooth. Eight yards of im- 
even ground is three score and ten miles afoot widi 
me; and the stony-hearted villains know it wd 
enough : A plague upon't, when thieves cannot be 
true to one another! IThey tiJiistle.'] Whew!— A 
plague upon you all ! Give me my horse, yoa 
rogues ; give my horse, and be haneed. 

P. Hen, Peace, he down ; lay thme ear close to 
the ground, and hst if thou canst hear the tread of 
travellers. 

FaL Have you any levers to lift me up again* 
being down ? Til not bear my own flesh so rar a 6ot 
again, for all the coin in thy father's ezdieqner. 
What a plague mean ye, to colt^ me thus ? 

P. Hen. Thou liest, thou art not colted, tfaou sit 
uncolted. 

F(d. I pr'ythee, good prince Hal, help me to mj 
horse : gooa king's son. 

P. Hen. Out, you rogue ! shall I be your ostler! 

Fal. Go hang thyself in thy own heir-apparent 
garters ! If I be ta'en, Fll peach for this. An I 
have not ballads made on you all, let a cup of sack 
be my poison : When a jest is so forward, and afoot 
too — I hate it. 

Enter Gadshill. 

Gads. Stand. 

FaL So I do, against my will. 

Poins. O, 'tis our setter : I know his voice. 

Enter Bardolph. 

Bard. What news ? 

Gads. Case ye, case ye: on with your vison: 
there's money of the king*s coming down the hill : 
*tis going to the king*s exchequer. 

fi Make a ^'owugiXw o^ \xi^ 
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FaL You lie, you rogue ; 'tis going to the king's 
tavern. 

Giidi. There's enough to make us all. — 

Fal. To be hanged. 

P. Hen. Sirs, you four shall front them in the 
narrow lane ; Ned Poins, and I, will walk lower : if 
they 'scape from your encounter, then they light 
on us. 

Peta. How many be there of them ? 

Crodin Some eight, or ten. 

Fal. Will they not rob us ? 

P. Hen. What, a coward, sir John Paunch ? 

Fal. Indeed, I am not John of Graunt, your 
grandfather ; but yet no coward, Hal. 

P. Hen. Well, we leave that to the proof. 

Poinsm Sirrah Jack, thy horse stands behind the 
hedge ; when thou needest him, there thou shalt 
find him. Farewell, and stand fast. 

Fal. Now cannot I strike him, if I should be 
hanged. 

P. Hen, Ned, where are our disguises ? 

Poins. Here, hard by ; stand close. 

[^Exeunt P. Henry and Poins. 

Fal. Now, my masters, happy man be his dole, 
say I ; every man to his business. 

Enter Travellers. 

1 Trav. Come, neighbour; the boy shall lead 
our horses down the hill : well walk sdfoot a while, 
and ease our legs. 

Thieves. Stand. 

Trav. Heaven bless us ! 

Fal. Strike ; down with them ; cut the villains' 
throats : Ah ! caterpillars ! bacon-fed knaves ! they 
hate us youth : down with them ; fleece them. 

1 Trav. O, we are undone, both we and o>\T%,^ot 
ever. 
Jk/. Hang ye, knaves; are ye undone? 't^o, ^^ 
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fatchufl^'; I would, your store were here! On, 
bacons, on ! What, ye knaves ? young men miut 
live ; You are grand-jurors are ye ? We'll jure ye, 
i'faith. 
[Exeunt Falstaff, S^c. driving the Travellers out. 

Re-enter Prince Henry and Poins. 

P. Hen. The thieves have bound the true men: 
Now, could thou and I rob the thieves, and go mer- 
rily to London, it would be argument for a week, 
laughter for a month, and a good jest for ever. 

Poins. Stand close, I hear them coming. 

Re-enter Thieves. 

Fed. Come, my masters, let us share, and then 
to horse before day. An the Prince and PoIds be 
not two arrant cowards, there*s no equity stirring: 
there's no more valour in that Poins, than in a wud 
duck. 

P. Hen, Your money ? [^Rushing out upon Hum. 
Poins. Villains. 

[_As they are sharing^ the Prince and Poiss 
set upon them. Falstaff, after a hkm 
or two, and the rest, run atvoy, leavi»g 
their booty behind them.'] 
P. Hen. Got with much ease. Now merrily to 
horse : 
The thieves are scattered, and possess*d with fear 
So strongly, that they dare not meet each other; 
Each takes his fellow for an officer. 
Away, good Ned. Falstaff sweats to death, 
And lards the lean earth as he walks along : 
W>r't not for laughing, I should pity him. 

Poins. How the rogue roared ! [£jDntrf> 

"• Clowns. 
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SCENE III. 

Warkworth, A Room in the Castle. 

Enter Hotspur, reading a letter. 

Buty for mine own jvarf , my lord^ I could be 
toeU contented to be there^ in respect of the love I 
hear your house, — He could be contented, — Why 
is he not then ? In respect of the love he bears 
our house — he shows in this, he loves his own 
bam better than he loves our house. Let me see 
some more. The purpose you undertake is dan- 
gerous ; — Why, that's certain ; 'tis dangerous to 
take a cold, to sleep, to drink : but I tell you, my 
lord fool, out of this nettle, danger, we pluck this 
flower, safety. The purpose you undertake^ is dan- 
gerous ; the friends you have named, uncertain; 
the time itseyt unsortea; and your ivhole plot too 
Ughty for the counterpoise of so great an opposi- 
tion. — Say you so, say you so ? I say unto you 
again, you are a shallow, cowardly hind, and you 
lie. What a lack-brain is this ? Our plot is a good 
plot as ever was laid ; our friends true and con- 
stant : a good plot, good friends, and full of expect- 
ation : an excellent plot, very good friends. What 
a frosty-spirited rogue is this ? Why, my lord of 
York commends the plot, and the general course 
of the action. By this hand, an I were now by 
this rascal, I could brain him with his lady's fan. 
Is tliere not niy father, my uncle, and myself? 
lord Edmund Mortimer, my lord of York, and 
Owen Glendower? Is there not, besides, the 
Douglas ? Have I not all their letters, to meet me, 
in arms by the ninth of the next month ? and are 
they not, some of them, set forward aVte^^dc^*^ 
What 2^ pagan rascal is this ? an inttdel? Ha\ -joxsi 
sAa// see now, in very sincerity of fear axv^ ecA^ 

VOL. V. jf 
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heart, will he to the king, and lay open all our pra 
ceedings. O, I could divide myself, and go U 
buffets, for moving such a dish of skimmed mitt 
with so honourable an action ! Hang him I let him 
tell the king : We are prepared : I will set forward 
to-night. 

Enter Lady Perot. 

How now, Kate ? I must leave you within theic 

two hours. 
Lady. O my good lord, why are you tfani 

alone ? 
For what offisnce have I, this fortnight, been 
A banish'd woman from my Harry's bed ? 
Tell me, sweet lord, what is't that takes from thee 
Hiy stomach, pleasure, and thy golden sleep ? 
Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon the earth ; 
And start so often when thou sitt'st alone ? 
Why hast thou lost the fresh blood in thy chedtt; 
And given my treasures, and my rights of thee, 
To thick-ey'd musing, and curs'd melancholy ? 
In thy faint slumbers, I by thee have watch'd, 
And neard thee murmur tales of iron wars : 
Speak terms of manage to thy bounding steed ; 
Cry, Courage ! — to the field ! And thou hast talk'd 
Of sallies, and retires ; of trenches, tents, 
Of palisadoes, frontiers, parapets ; 
Of basilisks, of cannon, culverin ; 
Of prisoners' ransome, and of soldiers slain. 
And all the 'currents of a heady fight. 
Thy spirit within thee hath been so at war, 
And thus hath so bestirr'd thee in thy sleep, 
That beads of sweat have stood upon thy brow, 
Like bubbles in a late disturbed stream : 
And in thy face strange motions have appear'd 
Such as we see when men restrain their brep' 
On some great sudden V\«LSle. 0^^\i«i - 

are these ? 
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Some heavy business hath my lord in hand. 
And I must know it, else he loves me not. 

Hot. What, ho ! is Gilliams with the packet 
gone ? 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. He is, my lord, an hour ago. 

Hoft. Hath Butler brought those horses from the 
sheriff? 

Serv. One, horse, my lord, he brought even now. 

Hot, What horse ? a roan, a crop-ear, is it not ? 

Serv. It is, my lord. 

Hot. That roan shall be my throne. 

Well, I will back him straight : O esperance / ® — 
Bid Butler lead him forth mto the park. 

lExit Servant. 

Ladi^. But hear you, my lord. 

Hot. What say'st, my lady ? 

Lady. What is it carries you away ? 

Hot. My horse. 

My love, my horse. 

Ladt^. Out, you mad-headed c^e ! 
A weasel hath not such a deal of spleen. 
As you are toss'd with. In faith, 
ni know your business, Harry, that I will. 
I fear, my brother Mortimer doth stir 
About his title ; and hath sent for you, 
To line ^ his enterprize : But if you go 

Hot. So far afoot, I shall be weary, love. 

Lady. Come, come, you paraquito, answer me 
Directly to this question that I ask. 
In faith, FU break thy little finger, Harry, 
An if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot. Away, 
Away, you trifler ! — Love ! — I love thee not, 
I care not for thee, Kate : this is no world 

8 Motto of the Percy family. » Strengthen. 

N 2 
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To play with mammets ^, and to tilt with lips : 
We must have bloody noses, and crack'd crowDSy 
And pass them current too. — My horse, my 

horse ! — 
What say*st thou, Kate ? what would'st thou have 
with me ? 

Lady. Do you not love me? do you not, indeed? 
Well, do not then ; for, since you love me not, 
I will not love myself. Do you not love me ? 
Nay, tell me, if you speak in jest, or no. 

Hot, Come, wilt thou see me ride ? 
And when I am o' horseback, I will swear 
I love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kate ; 
I must not have you henceforth question me 
Whither I go, nor reason whereabout : 
Whither I must, I must ; and, to conclude, 
This evening must I leave you, gentle Kate. 
I know you wise ; but yet no farther wise, 
Than Harry Percy's wife ; constant you are ; 
But yet a woman : and for secresy. 
No lady closer ; for I will believe. 
Thou wilt not utter what thou dost not know ; 
And so far will I trust thee, gentle Kate ! 

Lady, How ! so far ? 

Hot. Not an inch farther. But hark you, Kate! 
Whither I go, thither shall you go too ; 
To-day will I set forth, to-morrow you. — 
Will this content you, Kate ? 

Lady, It must, of force. 

[ExeiMrf. 

J Puppets. 
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SCENE IV. 

Eastcheap. A Room in the Boar's Head Tavern. 

Enter Prince Henry and Poins. 

P. Hen. Ned, pr'y thee, come out of that fat room, 
and lend me thy hand to laugh a little. 

Poins. Where hast been, Hal ? 

P. Hen. With three or four loggerheads, amonest 
three or four score hogsheads. 1 have sounded me 
very base string of humility. Sirrah, I am sworn 
brother to a leash of drawers ; and can call them 
all by their Christian names, as — Tom, Dick, and 
Francis. They take it already upon their salvation, 
that, though I be but prince of Wales, yet I am 
the king of courtesy ; and tell me flatly I am no 
proud Jack, like FalstafF; but a lad of mettle, a 
good boy, so they call me ; and when I am king of 
England, I shall command all the good lads in 
Eastcheap. — To conclude, I am so good a pro- 
ficient in one quarter of an hour, that I can drink 
with any tinker in his own language during my 
life. I tell thee, Ned, thou hast lost much honour, 
that thou wert not with nie in this action. But, 
sweet Ned, — to sweeten which name of Ned, I 
give thee this pennyworth of su^ar, clapped even 
now in my hand by an under-skinker ^ ; one that 
never spake other English in his life, than — Eight 
shiUitigs and sixpence^ and — You are welcome; 
with this shrill audition, — Anon, anon, sir ! Score 
a pint of bastard in the Half-moon, or so. But, 
Ned, to drive away the time till FalstafF come, I 
pr ythee, do thou stand in some by-room, while I 
question my puny drawer, to what end he gave 
me the sugar ; and do thou never leave calling — - 

- Tapster. 
N 3 
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Francis, that his tale to me may be nothing but— 
anon. Step aside, and Til show thee a precedent 

Poins, Francis ! 

P. Hen. Thou art perfect. 

Poins. Francis ! [^EsU Pouis. 

Enter Francis. 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir.— -Look down into die 
Pomegranate, Ralph. 

P. Hen. Come hither, Francis. 

Fran. My lord. 

P. Hen. How long hast thou to serve, Francis? 

Fran. Forsooth, five year, and as much as to — 

Poins. [^fVithin.'] Francis! 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. 

P. Hen. Five years ! byV lady, a long lease for 
the clinking of pewter. But, Francis, darest thou 
be so valiant, as to play the coward with thy 
indenture, and to show it a fair pair of heels, and 
run from it ? 

Fran. O, sir ! Til be sworn upon all the boob 
in England, I could find in my heart — 

Poins. [Within.'] Francis! 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. 

P. Hen. How old art thou, Francis ? 

Fran. Let me see, — About Michaelmas next I 
shall be — 

Poins. IWithin.'] Francis! 

Fran. Anon, sir. — Pray you, stay a little, my 
lord. 

P. Hen. Nay, but hark you, Francis : For the 
sugar thou gavest me, — 'twas a pennyworth, was*t 
not? 

Fran. O, sir ! I would it had been two. 

P. Hen. I will give thee for it a thousand pound: 
ask me when thou w\\t, aivi^. \\vou %\valt have it 
Poins. lfVithhu'\ Yrdrvc\s\ 
Pran, Anon, anon. 
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P. Hen. Anon, Francis ? No, Francis : but to- 
morrow, Fr^cis ; or Francis, on Thursday ; or, 
indeed, Francis, when thou wilt. But, Francis, — 

Fran* My lord ? 

P. Hen. Wilt thou rob this leathern-jerkin, 
crystal-button, nott-pated, agate-ring, caddis-garter, 
smooth-tongue, Spanish-pouch, — 

Fran. O sir, who do you mean ? 

P. Hen. Why then, your brown bastard ^ is your 
only drink : for, look you, Francis, your white can- 
vass doublet will sully : in Barbary, sir, it cannot 
come to so much. 

Fran. What, sir ? 

Poins. [Within^ Francis! 

P. Hen. Aw&yy you rogue ; Dost thou not hear 
them call? 

{^Here they both call him; the Draijoer stands 
amazed, not knotving tvhich xjoay to go. 

Enter Vintner. 

Vint. What ! stand'st thou still, and hear'st such a 
calling ? Look to the guests widiin. \^Exit Fran.] 
My lord, old sir John, with half a dozen more, are 
at the door ; Shall I let them in ? 

P. Hen. Let them alone awhile, and then open 
the door. [Exit Vintner.] Poins ! 

Re-enter Poins. 

Poins. Anon, anon, sir. 

P. Hen. Sirrah, Falstaff and the rest of the 
thieves are at the door ; Shall we be merry ? 

Poins. As merry as crickets, my lad. But hark 
ye ; What cunning match have you made with this 
jest of the drawer? come, what's the issue ? 

P. Hen. J am now of all humours, that have 
show'd themselves humours, since the oVd &».^^ o^ 

J A sweet wine. 
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goodman Adam, to the pupil age of this pracBt 
twelve o'clock at midnight. ^Re-enter IsAVcai 
toith fVine.'] 'What's o'clocJc, fVaacis ? 

Fran, Anon, anon, sir, 

P. Hen, That ever this fellow should have ftver 
words than a parrot, and yet the son of a woman !— 
His industry is — up stairs, and down stain ; hii 
eloquence, the parcel of a reckoning. I am not yet 
of Percy's mind, the Hotspur of the north ; he that 
kills me some six or seven dozen of Scots st a 
breakfast, washes his hands, and says to his wift^ 
— Fi/e upon this quiet life ! I toant %joork, mg 
sweet Harry^ says she, h(m many hast thou UUd 
to^ayf Give my roan horse a drench^ says he; 
and answers, Somejburteen, an hour after ; a tr^ 
a trifle, I pr'ythee, call in Falstaff; 111 play Fercff 
and he shall play dame Mortimer his wife. Call m 
ribs, call in tallow. 

Enter Falstaff, Gadshill, Bardolph, and 

Peto. 

Poins, Welcome, Jack. Where hast thou been? 

Fal, A plague of all cowards, I say, and a ven- 
geance too ! marry, and amen ! — Give me a cup of 
sack, boy. — Ere I lead this life long. 111 sew 
nether-stocks '^, and mend them, and. foot them too. 
A plague of all cowards ! — Give me a cup of sack, 
rogue. — Is there no virtue extant ? {^He drinkt, 

P, Hen, Didst thou never see Titan kiss a dish 
of butter ? pitiful -hearted Titan, that melted at the 
sweet tale of the son ! if thou didst, then behold 
that compound. 

Fal, You rogue, there's lime in this sack too: 
lliere is nothing but roguery to be found in villain- 
ous man : Yet a coward is worse than u cup of sack 
with iimc in it ; a \\\\amo\3k& covwd. — Go thy wayf» 
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old Jack ; die when thou wilt, if manhood, sood 
manhood, be not forgotten upon the face of the 
earthy then am I a shotten herring. There Uve not 
three good men unhanged in England ; and one of 
them is fat, and grows old : Heaven help the while ! 
a bad world, I say ! I would, I were a weaver ; I 
could sing psalms or any thing : A plague of all 
cowards, I say still. 

P. Hen. How now, wool-sack? what mutter you ? 

Fai, A king's son ! If I do not beat thee out of 
thy kingdom with a dagger of lath, and drive all 
thv subjects afore thee like a flock of wild geese, 
111 never wear hair on my face more. You prince 
of Wales ! 

P. Hen, Why, you round man ! what's the matter? 

Fai. Are you not a coward ? answer me to that ; 
and Poins there ? 

Poins* Ye fat paunch, an ye call me coward I'll 
stab thee. 

FaL I call thee coward : I'll see thee hang'd ere 
I call thee coward ; but I would give a thousand 
pound I could run as fast as thou canst. You are 
straight enough in the shoulders, you care not who 
sees vour back : Call you that backing of your 
friends ? A plague upon such backing ! give me 
them that will face me. — Give ine a cup of sack : 
— I am a rogue, if I drunk to-day. 

P. Hen. O villain ! thy lips are scarce wiped 
since thou drunk'st last. 

Fal. All's one for that. A plague of all cowards, 
still say I. [He drinks, 

P. Hen. What's the matter ? 

Fal. What's the matter ? there be four of us 
here have ta'en a thousand pound this morning. 

P. Hen. Where is it, Jack ? where is it ? 

Fal. Where is it ? taken from us it is : a hun- 
dred upon poor four of us. 

P. Hen. What, a hundred, man ? 
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Fal. I am a rogue, if I were not at half-iword 
with a dozen of them two hours together. I hue 
'scap'd by miracle. I am eight times thrust throiuh 
the doublet ; four, through the hose ; my buckhr 
cut through and through ; my sword hacked like a 
hand-saw, ecce sienum. I never dealt better since 
I was a man ; all would not do, A pli^e of sU 
cowards ! — Let them speak : if they speak more 
or less than truth, they are villains, and the sons of 
darkness. 

P. Hen* Speak, sirs ; how was it ? 

Gcuis. We four set upon some dozen, -— — 

Fal, Sixteen, at least, my lord. 

Gads, And bound them. 

Peto. No, no, they were not bound. 

Fal. You rogue, thev were bound, every man of 
them ; or I am a Jew else, an Ebrew Jew. 

Gads, As we were sharing, some six or seven 
fresh men set upon us, 

Fal. And unbound the rest, and then come in 
the other. 

P. Hen. What, fought ye with them all ? 

Fal^ All ? I know not what ye call, all ; but if I 
fought not with fifly of them, I am a bunch of 
radish : if there were not two or three and fifty 
upon poor old Jack, then I am no two-legged 
creature. 

Poins. Pray heaven you have not murdered 
some of them. 

Fal. Nay, that's past praying for: for I have 
peppered two of them : two, I am sure, I have 
paid; two rogues in buckram suits. I tell thee 
what, Hal, — if I tell thee a lie, spit in my ftoSi 
call me horse. Thou knowest my old ward; — 
here I lay, and thus I bore my point. Four roguei 
in buckram let drive at me, 

P. Hen. What, four ? thou said'st but two^ even 
now. 
Fal. Four, Hal ; I to\d tVvee io\rc. 
Foins. Ay, ay, he sjdA fout. 
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Fal. These four came all a-front, and mainly 
thrust at me. I made me no more ado, but took 
all their seven points in my target, thus. 

P. Hen. Seven ? why, there were but four, even 
now. 

Fal. In buckram. 

Paint. Ay« four, in buckram suits. 

Fal. Seven, by these hilts, or I am a villain else. 

P. Hen. Fr'ythee, let him alone ; we shall have 
more anon. 

Fal. Dost thou hear me, Hal ? 

P. Hen. Ay, and mark thee too, Jack. 

Fal. Do so, for it is worth the listening to. 
These mne in buckram, that I told thee of, — - 

P. Hen. So, two more already. 

Fal. Their points being broken, 

Poini. Down fell their hose. 

Fal. Began to give me ground : But I followed 
me close, came in foot and hand; and with a 
thought, seven of the eleven I paid. 

p. Hen. O monstrous I eleven buckram men 
grown out of two ! 

Fal. But, as the devil would have it, three mis- 
begotten knaves, in Kendal ^ green, came at my 
back, and let drive at me ; — for it was so dark, 
Haly that thou could'st not see thy hand. 

P. Hen. These lies are like the father that be- 
gets them ; gross as a mountain, open, palpable. 
Why, thou knotty-pated fool. 

Fal. What, art thou mad ? art thou mad ? is not 
the truth, the truth ? 

P. Hen. Why, how could'st thou know these men 
in Kendal green, when it was so dark thou could'st 
not see thy hand ? come tell us your reason ; What 
layest thou to this ? 

Poins. Come, your reason, Jack, your reason. 

Fal. What, upon compulsion? No, were I at 

^ A town in Westmoreland famous for mnkinj]^ cloth. 
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the strappado, or all the racks in the world, I would 
not tell you on compulsion. Give you a reason en 
compulsion ! if reasons were as plenty as blick- 
berries, I would give no man a reason upon com^pQl* 
sion, I. 

P. Hen. ni be no longer guilty of this sin ; tUs 
sanguine coward, this horse-back-breaker, this hoR 
hill of flesh; 

Fal. Away, you starveling, you elf-skin, yoa 
dried neats-tongue, you stock-fish, — O, for breath 
to utter what is like thee ? — you tailor's yard, yon 
sheath, you bow-case ! 

P. Hen. Well, breathe awhile, and then to it 
again : and when thou hast tired thyself in biK 
comparisons, hear me speak but this. 

Poins. Mark, Jack. 
■ P. Hen. We two saw you four set on four ; yoa 
bound them, and were masters of their wealth. — 
Mark now, how a plain tale shall put you down.— 
Then did we two set on you four : and, with • 
word, out-faced you from your prize, and have it; 
yea, and can show it you here in the house : — ud, 
FalstafF, you ran away as nimbly, with as ouick dex- 
terity, and roared for mercy, and still ran and 
roared, as ever I heard a bull-calf. What a sltfe 
art thou, to hack thy sword as thou hast done; and 
then say, it was in fight ? What trick, what device, 
what starting-hole, canst thou now find out, to hide 
thee from this open and apparent shame ? 

Poins. Come, let's hear, Jack ; What trick halt 
thou now ? 

Fal. By the Lord, I knew ye, as well as he that 
made ye. WTiy, hear ye, my masters 2 Was it for 
me to kill the heir apparent ? Should I turn upon 
the true prince ? Why, thou knowest, I am af 
valiant as Hercules : but beware instinct ; the lioa 
will not touch the true prince. Instinct is a gieat 
matter ; 1 was a co>Nard oxv vwe>>ATv^i\^ V %lvell think 
the better of myaeX^ aw^ ^^^^^ ^\wv^^xN^\«fc. \ 
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for a valiant lion, and thou for a true prince. But, 

lads, I am glad you have the money. Hostess, 

dap to the doors ; watch to-night, pray to-morrow. 
— Gallants, lads, boys, hearts of gold, all the titles 
of good fellowship come to you ! What, shall we 
be merry ? shall we have a play extempore ? 

P. Hen. Content ; — and the argument shall be, 
thy running away. 

Fal, Ah ! no more of that, Hal, an thou lovest 
me. 

Enter Hostess. 
Host. My lord, the prince. 



P. Hen. How now, my lady the hostess ? what 
say'st thou to me ? 

Host. Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman of 
the court at door, would speak with you : he says, 
he comes from your father. 

P. Hen. Give him as much as will make him a 
royal man, and send him back again to my mother. 

Fal. What manner of man is he ? 

Host. An old man. 

Fal. What doth gravity out of his bed at mid- 
night ? — shall I give him his answer ? 

P. Hen. Pr'ythee, do. Jack. 

Fd. Taith, and Til send him packing. [^Exit. 

P. Hen. Now, sirs ; by'r lady, you fought fair ; 
— so did you, Peto ; so did you, Bardolph : you are 
lions too, you ran away upon instinct, you will not 
touch the true prince ; no, — fye ! 

Bard. 'Faith, I ran when I saw others run. 

P. Hen. Tell me now in earnest, how came Fal- 
stafTs sword so hacked ? 

Peto. Why, he hacked it with his dagger ; and 
said, he woiud swear truth out of England but he 
would make you believe it was done in fight ; and 
persuaded us to do the like. 

. Bard. Yea, and to tickle our noses witVv si^e^x- 
grass, to make them bleed : and then to beaVxibXieT 

VOL, V. rk 
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our garments with it, and to swear it was the blooi 
of true men. I did that I did not this seven yev 
before, I blushed to hear his monstrous devicei. 

P. Hen. O villain, thou stolest a cup of sack 
eighteen years ago, and wert taken with the muh 
ner^, and ever since thou hast blushed extempore: 
Tliou hadst fire and sword on thy side, and yetthoo 
ran'st away; What instinct hast thou for it? 

Bard. My lord, do you see these meteors? do 
you behold these exhalations ? 

P. Hen, I do. 

Bard. What think you they portend ? 

P, Hen, Hot livers and cold purses. ^ 

Bard. Choler, my lord, if rightly taken* 

P. Hen. No, if nghtly taken, htuter. 

Re-enter Falstaff. 

Here comes lean Jack, here comes bare -bone. Hov 
now, my sweet creature of bombast ® ? How long 
is't ago. Jack, since thou sawest thine own kneer 

Fed. My own knee ? when I was about thyyeani 
Hal, I was not an eaglets talon in the waist ; I could 
have crept into any alderman's thumb-ring; A 
plague of sighing and grief! it blows a man up like 
a bladder. There's villainous news abroad : here 
was sir John Bracy from your father ; you must to 
the court in the morning. That same mad fellov 
of the north, Percy ; and he of Wales, that gave 
Amaimon^ the bastinado, — What, a plague, call 
you him ? 

Poins. O, Glen dower. 

Fal, Owen, Owen ; the same ; — and his son-in- 
law, Mortimer ; and old Northumberland ; and that 

^> In the fact. ' Drunkenness and poverty. 
*• Bombast is the stuffing of clothes. 
^' A dxmon ; who is described a» ow^ o^ >^t ^wx kinA 
^'ho rule oi'cr nil the divmot\*\w tV\c vjotV^. 
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sprightly Scot of Scots, Douglas, that runs o'horse- 
back up a hill perpendicular. 

P. Hen. He that rides at high speed, and with 
his pistol kills a sparrow flying. 

FaL You have hit it. 

P. Hen. So did he never the sparrow. 

Fai, Well, that rascal hath good mettle in him ; 
he will not run. 

P. Hen, Why, what a rascal art thou then, to 
praise him so for running ? 

Fal. O'horseback, ye cuckoo ! but, afoot, he will 
not budge a foot. 

P. Hen, Yes, Jack, upon instinct. > 

Fal. I grant ye, upon instinct. Well, he is there 
too, and one Mordake, and a thousand blue-caps > 
more : Worcester is stolen away to-night ; thy 
father's beard is turned white with the news; you 
may buy land now as cheap as stinking mackarel. 
— But tell me, Hal, art thou not horribly afear'd? 
thou being heir apparent, could the world pick thee 
out three such enemies again, as that fiend Douglas, 
that spirit Percy, and that devil Glendower ? Art 
thou not horribly afraid ? doth not thy blood thrill 
at it? 

P. flen. Not a whit> iTaith ; I lack some of thy 
instinct. 

Fal. Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to-morrow, 
when thou comest to thy father : if thou love me, 
practise an answer. 

P. Hen, Do thou stand for my father, and ex- 
amine me upon the particulars of my life. 

FaL Shall I? content : — This chair shall be my 
state, this dagger my scepter, and this cushion my 
crown. 

P. Hen, Thy state is taken for a joint-stool, thy 
golden scepter for a leaden dagger, and thy precious 
rich crown, for a pitiful bald crown ! 

> Scotsmen in blue bonnets, 
o 2 
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Fal, Well, an the fire of grace be not quite oat 
of thee, now shalt thou be moved. — Give me a cup 
of sack, to make mine eyes look red, that it may be 
thought I have wept : for I must speak in pasnon, 
and I will do it in king Cambyses'^vein. 

P. Hen, Well, here is my leg.' 

Fal. And here is my speech: — Stand asde^ 
nobility. 

Host, This is excellent sport, i'faith, 

Fal, Weep not, sweet queen, for trickling tem 
are vain. 

Host, O, the father, how he holds his coaIlt^ 
nance! 

Fal, For Heaven's sake, lords, convey my tristfiil 
queen, 
For tears do stop the flood-gates of her eyes. 

Host, O rare ! he doth it as like one of thae 
harlotry players, as I ever see. 

Fal, Peace, good pint-pot ; peace, good ticUe- 
brain.*^ — Harry, I do not only marvel where thos 
spendest thy time, but also how thou art accom- 
panied : for though the camomile, the more it ii 
trodden on, the faster it grows, yet youth, the more 
it is wasted, the sooner it wears. That thou art my 
son, I have partly thy mother's word, partly my own 
opinion ; but chiefly, a villainous trick of mine eye, 
and a foolish hanging of thy nether lip, that doth 
warrant me. If then thou be son to me, here liei 
the point : — Why, being son to me, art thou lo 
pointed at ? Shall the blessed sun of heaven prove 
a micher^, and eat blackberries ? a ouestion not to 
be asked. Shall the son of Englana prove a thief, 
and take purses ? a question to be asked. There 
is a thing, Harry, which thou hast often heard of, 
and it is known to many in our land by the 

3 A character in a Tragedy, by T. Prenton, 1570. 
•' Obeisance. ^ ^^xsv^ ol ^ %\xq\i^ liquor. 
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of pitch : this pitch, as ancient writers do report, 
do!n defile ; so doth the company thou keepest : 
fa% Harry, now 1 do not speak to thee in drink, but 
ic tears ; not in pleasure, but in passion ; not in 
yords only, but in woes also : — And yet there is a 
▼irtuous man, whom I have oflen noted in thy com- 
pany, but 1 know not his name. 

P. Hen. What manner of man, an it like your 
majesty ? 

FaL A good portly man, and a corpulent; of 
a cheerful look, a pleasing eye, and a most noble 
carriage ; and, as 1 think, his age some iifly, or, 
by'r-lady, inclining to threescore; and now I re- 
member me, his name is Falstaff : if that man should 
be wantonly given, he deceiveth me ; for, Harry, 1 
see virtue in his looks. If then the tree may be 
known by the fruit, as the fruit by the tree, then, 
peremptorily I speak it, there is virtue in that Fal- 
staff: him keep with, the rest banish. And tell 
me now, thou naughty varlet, tell me, where hast 
thou been this month ? 

P. Hen. Dost thou speak like a king ? Do thou 
stand for me, and Til play my father. 

Fal. Depose me? if thou dost it half so gravely, 
80 majestically, both in word and matter, hang me ' 
up by the heels for a rabbetnsucker, or a poulter's 
hare. 

P. Hen. Well, here I am set. 

Fal. And here I stand : — judge, my masters. 

P. Hen. Now, Harry ? whence come you ? 

Fal. My noble lord, from Eastcheap. 

P. Hen. The complaints I hear of thee are griev- 
ous. 

Fal. 'Sblood, my lord, they are false : — nay. Til 
tickle ye for a young prince, iTaith. 

P. Hen. Swearest thou, ungracious boy? hence- 
forth ne'er look on me. Thou art violently caw^^ 
away from grace: there is a devil hauiUs v\\ee, \tv 
the likeness of a fat old man : a tun of vnaw \s xVv^ 

o ;i 
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companion. Why dost thou converse with tfait 
trunk of humours, that huge bombard^ of aacky dnt 
roasted Manningtree^ ox, that reverend vice, tait 
grey iniquity, that father ruffian, that vanity in 
years ? Wherein is he good, but to taste sack and 
drink it ? wherein neat and cleanly, but to carve t 
capon and eat it? wherein cunning, but in craft? 
wherein crafty, but in villainy ? wherein villainoui, 
but in all things ? wherein worthy, but in notfaioK? 

Fal, I would, your grace would take me with 
you ; Whom means your grace ? 

P. Hen, That villainous abominable misleader of 
youth, Falstaff, that old white-bearded Satan. 

Fal, My lord, the man I know. 

P. Hen. I know, thou dost. 

Fal. But to say, I know more harm in him thin 
in myself, were to say more than I know. That k 
is old, (the more the pity,) his white hairs do wit- 
ness it: but that he is villainous, that I utieriy 
deny. If sack and sugar be a fault, God help the 
wicKed ! If to be old and merry be a sin, then 
many an old host that I know, is lost : if to be &t 
be to be hated, then Pharaoh's lean kine are to be 
loved. No, my good lord ; banish Peto, banish 
Bardolph, banish Poins : but for sweet Jack Falstaft 
kind Jack Falstaff, true Jack Falstaff, valiant Jack 
Falstaff, and therefore more valiant, being as he is, 
old Jack Falstaff, banish not him thy Hany*8 com- 
pany; banish plump Jack, and banisn all the world. 

P. Hen. I do, I will. {_A knocking heard. 

\_Exeunty Hostess, Francis, and Bardolph* 

Re-enter Bardolph, running* 

Bard. O, my lord, my lord : the sheriff, with t 
most monstrous watch, is at the door. 

^ A leather b\acVLy3ucVxo\vcW\s«w, 
' In Ksbcx, where a Wtcic o>. vj^ xQ^VsA'^^^f^ \ 
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Fo/. Out, you rogue ! play out the play : I have 
much to say in the behalf of that Falstafi. 

Reenter Hostess, hastily. 

Host. O, my lord, ray lord ! — 

FaL Heigh, heigh 1 die devil rides upon a fiddle- 
stick : What's the matter ? 

Host. The sheriff and all the watch are at the 
door : they are come to search the house ? Shall 
I let them in ? 

Fal. Dost thou hear, Hal ? never call a true piece 
of gold .a counterfeit : thou art essentially mad, 
without seeming so. 

p. Hen. And thou a natural coward, without 
instinct. 

Fal. I deny your major : if you will deny the 
sheriff, so ; if not, let him enter : if I become not a 
cart as well as another man, a plague on my bringing 
up ! I hope, I shall as soon be strangled with a 
halter, as another. 

P. Hen. Go, hide thee behind the arras ; — the 
rest walk up above. Now, my masters, for a true 
&ce and good conscience. 

Fal. Both which I have had : but their date is 
out, and therefore Til hide me. 

[^Exeunt aU but the Prince and Poins. 

P. Hen. Call in the sheriff. ; 

Enter Sheriff and Carrier. 

Now, master Sheriff; what's your will with me ? 

Sher. First pardon me, my lord. A hue and cry 
Hath foUow'd certain men unto this house. 

P. Hen. What men ? 

Sher. One of them is well known, my gracious 
lord, 
A gross fat man. 

Car* As fat as butter. 
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P. Hen. The man, I do assure you, is not here; 
For I myself at this time have employ'd him. 
And, 8heri£P, I will engage my word to thee. 
That I will, by to-morrow dinner-time. 
Send him to answer thee, or any man. 
For any thing he shall be charg'd withal : 
And so let me entreat you leave the house. 

Sher. I will, my lord : There are two gentlemen 
Have in this robbery lost three hundred marks. 

p. Hen, It may beso : if he have robb'd these men, 
He shall be answerable ; and so farewell. 

Sher. Good m'ght, my noble lord. 

P. Hen. I think it is good morrow ; Is it not? 

Sher* Indeed, my lord, I think it be two o'docL 

[Exeunt Sheri£P and Carrier. 

P. Hen, This oily rascal is known as well si 
Fiaul's. Go, call him forth. 

Poim. FalstafF! — fast asleep behind the ami, 
and snorting like a horse. • 

P. Hen. Hark, how hard he fetches breath: 
Search his pockets. [Poins searches."] What hsst 
thou found ? 

Poins. Nothing but papers, my lord. 

P. Hen. Let*s see what they be t read them. 

Poins. Item, A capon, 2s. 2d. 
Item, Sauce, 4d. 
Item, Sack, two gallons, 5s. 8d. 
Item, Anchovies, and sack afler supper, 2B. 6d. 
Item, Bread, a half-penny. 

P. Hen. O monstrous ! but one half-penny worth 
of bread to this intolerable deal of sack ! — Wilt 
there is else, keep close ; we'll read it at more ad- 
vantage : there let him sleep till day. Ill to the 
court in the morning : we must all to the wars, and 
thy place shall be honourable. Til procure t^ 
fat rogue a charge of foot ; and, I know, his d 
wi)] be a march of twelve-score. The money sha 
paid back again with advantage. '^ ^\v^ 
uws in the morning ; and &o ^oo^ tawxv 
Poins. Good morrow, ^ocd wv^ \ox^» 
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ACT THE THIRD- 



SCENE I. 
Bangor* A Room in the Archdeacon'^ Home* 

Enter Hotspur, Worcester, Mortimer, and 

Glendower. 

Mort, These promises are fair, the parties sure, 
And our induction full of prosperous hope. 

Hot, Lord Mortimer — and cousin Glendower— 

Will you sit down ? 

And, uncle Worcester : — A plague upon it ! 
I have forgot the map. 

Glend* No, here it is. 

Sit, cousin Percy ; sit, good cousin Hotspur : 
For by that name as oft as Lancaster 
Doth speak of you, his cheek looks pale : and, with 
A rising sigh, he wisheth you in heaven. 

Hot. And you in hell, as oflen as he hears 
Owen Glendower spoke of. 

Glend, I cannot blame him : at my nativity 
The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes, 
Of burning cressets^: and, at my birth. 
The frame and huge foundation of the earth 
Shak'd like a coward. 

Hot, Why, so it would have done 

At the same season, if your mother's cat had 
But kitten'd, though yourself had ne'er been born. 

* Ugbts set cross-ways upon beacons^ Mid >ii\so xx^'s^^ 
poles, wbkb were used in processionS) &c. 
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Glend. I say the earth did shake when I wai 
born. 

Hot. And I say, the earth was not of my mind. 
If you suppose, as fearing you it shook. 

Glend. The heavens were all on fire, the earth 
did tremble. 

Hot, O, then the earth shook to see the hearens 
on fire, 
And not in fear of your nativity. 
Diseased nature oftentimes breaks forth 
In strange eruptions : oh the teeming earth 
Is with a kind of colick pinch'd and vex'd 
By the imprisonment of unruly wind 
Within her womb ; which, for enlargement striviiigi 
Shakes the old beldame earth, and topples* down 
Steeples, and moss-grown towers. At your birtL 
Our grandam earth, having this distemperature^ 
In passion shook. 

Glend, Cousin, of many men 

I do not bear these crossings. Give me leave 
To tell you once again, — that at my birth. 
The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes ; 
The goats ran from the mountains, and the herds 
Were strangely clamorous to the frighted fields. 
These signs have mark'd roe extraordinary ; 
And all tilie courses of my life do show, 
I am not in the roll of common men. 
Where is he living, — clipp'd in with the sea 
That chides the banks of England, Scotland, 

Wales, — 
Which calls me pupil, or hath read to me ? 
And bring him out, that is but woman's son, 
Can trace me in the tedious ways of art, 
And hold me pace in deep experiments. 

Hot, 1 think, there is no man speaks better 

Welsh; 

I will to dinner. 
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Mort. Peace, cousin Percy ; you will make him 

mad. 
Glend. I can call spirits from the vasty deep. 
Hot. Why, so can I ; or so can any man : 
But will they come, when you do call for them ? 
Glend. Why, I can teach you, cousin, to com- 
mand 
The devil. 
Hot. And I can teach thee, coz, to shame the 
devil. 
By telling truth ; Tell truth, and shame the devil. — 
If thou have power to raise him, bring him hither, 
And ril be sworn, I have power to shame him 

hence. 
0, while you live, tell truth, and shame the devil. 

Mort. Come, come, 
No more of this unprofitable chat. 
CHend. Three times hath Henry Bolingbroke 
made head 
Against my power : thrice from the banks of Wye, 
And sandy-bottom'd Severn, have I sent him. 
Bootless home, and weather-beaten back. 
Hoi. Home without boots, and in foul weather 
too! 
How 'scapes he agues in the devil's name ? 

Glend. Come, here's the map; Shall we divide 
our right, 
According to our three-fold order ta'en ? 
Mort, The archdeacon hath divided it 
Into three limits very equally : 
England, from Trent and Severn hitherto, 
By south and east, is to my part assign*d : 
All westward, Wales beyond the Severn shore. 
And all the fertile land within that bound. 
To Owen Glendower : "— and, dear coz, to you 
The remnant northward, lying o£P from Trent. 
And our indentures tripartite are drawn : 
Which being sealed interchangeably, 
{A business that this night may execute,"^ 
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To-morrow, cousin Percy, you, and I, 

And my good lord of Worcester, will get forth, 

To meet your father, and the Scottish' power. 

As is appointed us, at Shrewshury, 

My father Glendower is not ready yet. 

Nor shall we need his help these fourteen dajrs:- 

Within that space, [7b Glend.] you may ha? 

drawn together 
Your tenants, friends, and neighbouring gentlemei 

Glend. A shorter time shall send me to you lordi 
And in my conduct shall your ladies come : 
From whom you now must steal, and take m 

leave ; 
For there will be a world of water shed. 
Upon the parting of your wives and you. 

Hot, Methinks, my moiety, north from Burton 
here. 
In quantity equals not one of yours : 
See, how this river comes me cranking in. 
And cuts me, from the best of all my land, 
A huge half moon, a monstrous cantle ^ out. 
ni have the current in this place damm'd up ; 
And here the smug and silver Trent shall run, 
In a new channel, fair and evenly : 
It shall not wind with such a deep indent. 
To rob me of so rich a bottom here. 

Glend. Not wind ? it shall, it must ; You see it 
doth. 

Mort. Yea, 
But mark, how he bears his course, and runs me up 
With like advantage on the other side ; 
Robbing the opposed continent as mudb. 
As on the other side it takes from you. 

fVor. Yea, but a little charge will trench him here. 
And on this north side win this cape of land ; 
And then he runs straight and even. 

Not. ril have it so ; a little charge will do it. 

> Convex. 
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Glend, I will not have it alter*d. 

/to. Will not you ? 

Glend. No, nor you shall not. 

Hoi, Who shall say me nay ? 

Glend. Why that will I. 

Hot. Let rae not understand you then, 

Speak it in Welsh. 

Glend. I can speak English, lord, as well as you ; 
For I was train'd up in the English Qourt : 
Where, being but young, I framed to the 'harp 
Many an English ditty, lovely well. 
And gave the tongue a helpnil ornament ; 
A virtue that was never seen in you. 

Hot. Marry, and Pm glad of it with all my 
heart ; 
I had rather be a kitten, and cry — mew. 
Than one of these same metre ballad-mongers : 
I had rather hear a brazen canstick ^ turn'd. 
Or a dry wheel grate on an axle-tree ; 
And that would set my teeth nothing on edge. 
Nothing 80 much as mincing poetry ; 
'Tis like the forc'd gait of a shuffling nag. 

Glend. Come, you shall have Trent turn'd. 

Hot. I do not care: I'll give thrice so much 
land 
To any well- deserving friend ; 
But in the way of bargain, mark ye me, 
m cavil on the ninth part of a hair. 
Are the indentures drawn ? shall we be gone ? 

Glend. The moon shines fair, you may away by 
night : 
ril haste the writer, and, withal, 
Break •"* with your wives of your departure hence : 
I am afraid, my daughter will run mad. 
So much she aoteth on her Mortimer. lExit. 

Mort, Fye, cousin Percy ! how you cross my 
father ! 

« Candlestick. » Break the matter 

VOL. V. P 
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HoU I cannot choose : sometimes he angers me, 
With telling me of the moldwarp ^ and the ant, 
Of the dreamer Merlin and his prophecies ; 
And of a dragon and a finless fish, 
A clip-wing'd griffin, and a moulten raven, 
A couching lion, and a ramping cat. 
And such a deal of skimble-skamble stuff 
As puts me from my faith. I tell you what, — 
He held me, but last night, at least nine hours. 
In reckoning up the several devils' names, 
That were his lackeys: I cried, humph, — and well, 

—go to,— 
But marked him not a word. O, he's as tedious 
As is a tired horse, a railing wife ; 
Worse than a smoky house : — I had rather Utb 
With cheese and garlick, in a windmill, for, 
Than feed on cates, and have him talk to me. 
In any summer-house in Christendom. 

Mori, In faith, he is a worthy gentleman; 
Exceedingly well read, and profited 
In strange concealments ; valiant as a lion, 
And wondVous affable : and as bountiful 
As mines of India. Shall I tell you, cousin? 
He holds your temper in a high respect. 
And curbs himself even of his natural scope. 
When you do cross his humour; faith, he does: 
I warrant you, that man is not alive. 
Might so have tempted him as you have done, 
Without the taste of danger and reproof; 
But do not use it oft, let me entreat you. 

Wor. In faith, my lord, you are too wilful-blame; 
And since your coming hither have done enough 
To put him quite beside his patience. 
You must needs learn, lord, to amend this fault : 
Though sometimes it show greatness, courage, 

blood, 
f And that's the dearest grace it renders you,) 
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Yet oflentimcs it doth present harsh rage^ 
Defect of manners, want of government. 
Pride, haughtiness, opinion, and disdain : 
The least of which, haunting a nobleman, 
Loses men'-s hearts ; and leaves behind a stain 
Upon the beauty of all parts besides, 
Beguiling them of commendation. 
Hot. Well> I am schooFd ; good manners be youi 
speed ! 
Here come our wives, and let us take our leave. 

Re-enter Glendgwer, ijoith the Ladies. 

Mori* This is the deadly spite that angers me, — 
My wife can speak no English, I no Welsh. 
GleruL My daughter weeps; she will not part 
with you, 
She'll be a soldier too, she'll to the wars. 
Mort. Good father, tell her, — that she, and my 
aunt Percy, 
Shall follow in your conduct speedily. 

[Glendgwer speaks to his Daughter in Welsh, 
and she anstoers him in the same. 
Glend. She's desperate here ; a peevish self-will'd 
harlotry. 
One no persuasion can do good upon. 

[Ladi/ M. speaks to Mortimer in Welsh. 

Mort. I understand thy looks ; that pretty Welsh 

Which thou pourest down from these swelling 

heavens, 
I am too perfect in ; and, but for shame. 
In such a parley would I answer thee. 

[Ladi/ M. speaks. 
I understand thy kisses, and thou mine, 
And that's a feeling disputation : 
But I will never be a truant, love. 
Till I have leam'd thy language ; for thy tongue 
Makes Welsh as sweet as ditties highly i^e;TVTi^^ 

p 2 



152 FIRST PART OF [aCTUL 

Sung by a fair queen in a summer's bower, 
With ravishing division to her lute.^ 

Glend, Nay, if you melt, then will she run mad. 

^Ladi/ M. ipeatt ogam. 

Mort> O, I am ignorance itself in this. 

Glend. She bids you 
Upon the wanton rushes lay you down. 
And rest your gentle head upon her lap, 
And she will sing the song that pleaseth jou, 
And on your eye-lids crown the god of sleep, 
Charming your blood with pleasing heaviness ; 
Making such difference 'twixt wake and sleep, 
As is the difference 'twixt day and night, 
The hour beibre the heavenly-harness'd team 
Begins his golden progress in the east. 

Mori. With all my heart, Fll sit and hear her 
sing: 
By that time will our book, I think, be drawn. 

Glend. Do so, 
And those nmsicians that shall play to you. 
Hang in the air a thousand leagues from hence; 
Yet straight they shall be here : sit, and attend. 

Glendower speaks some Welsh ivordsy and then 

the Musick plays. 

Hoi. Now I perceive the devil understandi 
Welsh ; 
And 'tis no marvel, he's so humorous. 
By'r lady, he's a good nmsician. 

Ladif P. Then should you be nothing but mu- 
sical : for you are altogetiier governed by humoun. 
Lie still, ye thiei', and hear the lady sing in Welsh. 

Hot, I had rather hear Lady^ my brach^ howl 
in IriHh. 

Lad If P, Wuuld'st thou have thy head broken? 

Hot. No. 

* A coinplinu'nl \i> tyvxtcu VXvi.v\w\\\. ^ ^wskcL 
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Lady P. Then be still. 
Hot, Peace ! she sings. 

A Welsh Song sung by Lady M. 

HoU Come, Kate, Fll have your song too. 

Lady P. Not mine, in good sooth. 

Hot. Not yours, in good sooth! 'Heart, you 
swear 
like a comfit-maker*s wife ! Not you, in good sooth ; 
And, As true as I live ; and, As sure as day : 
And giVst such sarcenet surety for thy oaths. 
As if thou never walk'dst further than Finsbury. ^ 
Swear me, Kate, like a lady, as thou art, 
A good mouth-filling oath ; and leave in sooth, 
And such protests of pepper-gingerbread. 
To velvet guards^, and Sunday citizens. 
Come, sing. 

. Lady P. I will not sing. 

"• Hot.'Tis the next way^to turn tailor, or be red- 
breast teacher. An the indentures be drawn, 1*11 
away within these two hours ; and so come in when 
ye will. [^Exit. 

Glend, Come, come, lord Mortimer ; you are as 
slow. 
As hot lord Piercy is on fire to go. 
By this our book's drawn ; we'll but seal, and then 
To horse immediately. 

Mort. With all my heart. {^Exeunt. 

7 In Moorfields. 

« Laced velvet, the finery of cockneys. 
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SCENE II. 

London. A Room in the Palace, 

Enter King Henry, Prince o/* Wales, and Lordi. 

K. Hen, Lord, gives us leave ; the Prince of 
Wales, and I, 
Musit have some conference ; But be near at hand, 
For we shall presently have need of you. 

[.^retell/ Lordii 

I know not whether heaven will have it sOy 

For some displeasing service I have done, 

That in his secret doom, out of my blood 

He*ll breed revengenient and a scourge for me ; 

But thou dost, in thy passages of life. 

Make me believe, — that thou art only mark*d 

For the hot vengeance and the rod of heaven, 

To punish my mis-treadings. Tell me else. 

Could such inordinate, and low desires, 

Such poor, such bare, such lewd, such mean attempti, 

Such barren pleasures, rude society, 

As thou art mutcli'd withal, and grafted to, 

Accompany the greatness of thy blood, 

And hold their level with thy princely heart 

P. Hen, So please your majesty,! would, I could 
Quit all offences with such clear excuse. 
As well as, I am doubtless, I can purge 
Myself of many I am charged withal ; 
Yet such extenuation lot me beg, 
As, in reproof of many tales devis'd, — 
Which ofV tlie ear of greatness needs must hear,— 
By smiling pick-thanks'** and base newsmongers, 
I may, for some things true, wherein my youth, 
Hath faulty wander'd and irregular, 
Vim\ p:irilon on my true submission. 
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K. Hen. God pardon thee ! — yet let me won- 
der, Harry, 
At thy affections, which do hold a wing 
Quite from the flight of all thy ancestors. 
Thy place in council thou hast rudely lost, 
Which by thy younger brother is supplied ; 
And art almost an alien to the hearts 
Of all the court and princes of my blood : 
The hope and expectation of thy time 
Is ruin'd ; and the soul of every man 
Ph>phetically does fore-think thy fall. 
Had I so lavish of my presence been. 
So common-hackney d in the eyes of men, 
So stale and cheap to vulgar company ; 
Opinion, that did help me to the crown, 
Had still kept loyal to possession ; 
And left me in reputeless banishment, 
A fellow of no mark, nor likelihood. 
By being seldom seen, I could not stir, 
But, like a comet, I was wonder*d at : 
That men would tell their children, This is he : 
Others would say, — Where ? tohich is Bolingbroke? 
And then I stole all courtesy from heaven. 
And dress'd myself in such humility. 
That I did pluck allegiance from men's hearts. 
Loud shouts and salutations from their mouths, 
Even in the presence of the crowned king. 
JhuB did I keep my person fresh and new ; 
My presence, like a robe pontifical, 
Ne er seen, but wondcr*d at : and so my state, 
Seldom, but sumptuous, showed like a feast ; 
And won, by rareness, such solemnity. 
The skipping king, he ambled up and down 
With shallow jesters, and rash bavin ^ wits, 
Soon kindled, and soon burn*d ; carded his state ; 
Mingled his* royalty with capering fools ; 
Had his great name profaned with their scorns ; 

1 BlUbllWOOd. 
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And gave his countenance, against his namei 

To laugh at gibing boys, and stand the push 

Of every beardless vain comparative : 

Grew a companion to the common streets^ 

Enfeoffed himself to popularity : 

That being daily sw^low'd by men's eyes. 

They surfeited with honey ; and began 

To loathe the taste of sweetness, whereof a little 

More than a little is by much too much. 

So, when he had occasion to be seen, 

Me was but as the cuckoo is in June, 

Heard, not regarded ; seen, but with such eyeiy 

As, sick and blunted with community, 

Afford no extraordinary gaze. 

Such as is bent on sun-like majesty 

When it shines seldom in admiring eyes : 

But rather drowz*d, and hung their eye-lids down, 

Slept in his face, and rendered such aspect 

As cloudy men use to their adversaries ; 

Being with his presence glutted, gorg'd, and full. 

And in that very line, Harry, stand*st thou : 

For thou hast lost thy princely privilege, 

With vile participation ; not an eye 

But is a-weary of thy common sight. 

Save mine, which hath desir'd to see thee more ; 

Which now doth that I would not have it do. 

Make blind itself with foolish tenderness. 

P. Hen, I shall hereafter, my thrice-gracious lord, 
Be more myself. 

K. Hen, For all the world. 

As thou art to this hour, was Richard then 
When I from France set foot at Ravenspurg ; 
And even as I was then, is Percy now. 
Now by my scepter, and my soul to boot. 
He hath more worthy interest to the state. 
Than thou, the shadow of succession : 
For, of no right, nor colour like to right. 
He doth fill fields witV\\\MTvt«»'^ vcv^^\«^t\\ 
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rums head against the lion's armed jaws ; 
V.nd, being no more in debt to years than thou, 
^ads ancient lords and reverend bishops on, 
To bloody battles, and to bruising arms. 
Vhat never-dyiug honour hath he got 
Vgainst renowned Douglas ; whose high deeds, 
i\^hose hot incursions, and great name in arms, 
lolds from all soldiers chief majority, 
\nd military title capital, 

rhrough all the kingdoms that acknowledge Christ ? 
Llirice hath this Hotspur Mars in swathing clothes, 
rhis infant warrior in his enterprizes 
Discomfited great Douglas : ta'en him once, 
i)nlarged him, and made a iriend of him. 
To fill the mouth of deep defiance up, 
Vnd shake the peace and safety of our throne. 
\nd what say you to this ? Percy, Northumber- 
land, 
lie archbishop's grace of York, Douglas, Mortimer, 
apitulate ^ against us, and are up. 
it wherefore do I tell these news to thee ? 
hy, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes, 
hich art my nearest and dearest * enemy ? 
ou that art like enough, — through vassal fear, 
;e inclination, and the start of spleen, — 
fight against me under Percy's pay, 
dog his heels, and court'sy at his frowns, 
ihow how much thou art degenerate. 
. Hen, Do not think so, you shall not find it so ; 
heaven forgive them, that have so much sway'd 
majesty's good thoughts away from me ! 
redeem all this on Percy's head, 
n the closing of some glorious day, 
!d to tell you that I am your son ; 
I will wear a garment all of blood, 
ain my favours in a bloody mask, 
wash'd away, shall scour my shame ^^vlVv Vv. 

* Combine. 4 Most fata\. 
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And that shall be the day, whene'er it lightSi 
That this same child of honour and renown, 
This gallant, Hotspur, this all-praised knight, 
And your unthought-of Harry, chance to meet: 
For every honour sitting on his helm, 
*Would they were multitudes ; and on my head 
My shames redoubled ! for the time will come, 
That I shall make this northern youth exchange 
His glorious deeds for my indignities. 
Percy is but my factor, good my lord. 
To engross up glorious deeds on my behalf; 
And I will call him to so strict account. 
That he shall render every glory up, 
Yea, even the slightest worship of his time, 
Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart. 
This, in the name of God, I promise here : 
The which if he be pleased I shall perform, 
I do beseech your majesty, may suve 
The long-grown wounds of my intemperance : 
If not, the end of life cancels all bands ; 
And I will die a hundred thousand deaths. 
Ere break the smallest parcel of this vow. 

K. Hen, A hundred thousand rebels die in this:^ 
Thou shalt have charge, and sovereign trust, heKA 

Enter Blunt. 

How now, good Blunt ? thy looks are full of speed. 

Blunt. So hath the business that I come to speak of. 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath sent word, — 
That Douglas, and the English rebels, met 
The eleventh of this month at Shrewsbury : 
A mighty and a fearful head they are, | 

If promises be kept on every hand. 
As ever ofFer'd foul play in a state. 

K, Hen. The earl of Westmorland set forth It- 
day ; 
With him my son, \oTd 3o\vw o^ IjOLivcaster ; 
For this advcrt\8emei\t vft ^n^ ^wj^ ^^•^ — 
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On Wednesday next, Harry, you shall set 
Forward ; on Thursday, we ourselves will inarch : 
Our meeting is Bridgnorth : and, Harry, you 
Shall march through Glostershire ; by which account, 
Our business valued, some twelve days hence 
Our general forces at Bridgnorth shall meet. 
Our hands are full of business : let's away ; 
Advantage feeds him fat, while men delay. 

[^Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 

Eastcheap. A Room in the Boar's Head Tavern. 

Enter Falstaff and Bardolph. 

Fal. Bardolph, am I not fallen away vilely since 
this last action ? do I not bate ? do I not dwindle ? 
Why, my skin hangs about me like an old lady's 
loose gown ; I am withered like an old apple-John. 
Well, ni repent, and that suddenly, while I am in 
some liking ^ ; I shall be out of heart shortly, and 
then I shall have no strength to repent. An I have 
not forgotten what the inside of a church is made 
of, I am a pepper-corn, a brewer's horse : the inside 
of a church ! Company, villainous company, hath 
been the spoil of me. 

Bard. Sir John, you are so fretful, you cannot 

Ve long. 

Fal. Why, there is it : — come, sing me a song ; 

ake me merry. I was as virtuously given, as a 

ntleman need to be; virtuous enough; swore 

,le ; diced, not above seven times a week ; paid 

ney that I borrowed, three or four times ; lived 

1, and in good compass : and now 1 live out of 

)rder, out of all compass. 

^ Have some flesh. 
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Bard. Why, you are so fat, sir John, that yoa 
must needs be out of all compass ; out of all rea- 
sonable compass, sir John. 

Fal. Do thou amend thy face, and TU amend my 
life: Thou art our admiral ^ thou bearest the lanten 
in the poop, — but 'tis in the nose of thee ; thou art 
the knight of the burning lamp. 

Bard. Why, sir John, my face does you no harm. 

Fal. No, ril be sworn ; I make good use of it 
When thou ran'st up Gads-hill in the night to catch 
my horse, if I did not think thou hadst been an 
isnis fatuusy or a ball of wildfire, there's no pur- 
cnase in money. O, thou art a perpetual triumpb. 
an everlasting bonfire-light ! Thou hast saved me 
a thousand marks in links and torches, walking with 
thee in the night betwixt tavern and tavern : but the 
sack that thou hast drunk me, would have bought 
me lights as good cheap, at the dearest chandleri 
in Europe. I have mamtained that salamander of 
yours with fire, any time this two-and-thirty years : 
Heaven reward me for it ! 

Enter Hostess. 

How now, dame Partlet the hen " ? have vou in- 
quired yet, who picked my pocket ? 

Host. Why, sir John! what do you think, «r 
John? Do you think I keep thieves in my house? 
I have searched, I have inquired, so has my huf* 
band, man by man, boy by boy, servant by servani: 
the tithe of a hair was never lost in my house before. 

Fal. You lie, hostess ; Bardolph was shaved v^ 
lost many a hair : and I'll be sworn, my pocket vtf 
picked : Go to, you are woman, go. 

Host. W^ho I ? I defy thee : I was never called 
so in mine own house before. 

Fal. Go to, I know you well enough. 

'5 Admiral's s\\\p. 

7 In the storv-booVL o? V^e>^w^^^^«^» 
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Host. No, sir John : you do not know me, sir 
John : I know you, sir John : you owe me money, 
sir John, and now you pick a quarrel to beguile me 
of it ; I bought you a dozen of shirts to your back. 

Fal. Dowlas, dowlas : 1 have given them away to 
bakers' wives, and they have made bolters of them. 

Host. Now, as I am a true woman, holland of 
eight shillings an ell. You owe money here besides, 
sir John, for your diet, and by-drinkings, and money 
lent you, four-and-twenty pound. 

Fal. He had his part of it ; let him pay. 

Host. He ? alas, he is poor ; he hath nothing. 

Fal. How! poor? look upon his face; What call 
you rich ? let them coin his nose, let them coin his 
cheeks; 111 not pay a denier. What, will you 
make a younker of me ? shall I not take mine ease 
in mine inn, but I shall have my pocket picked ? 
I have lost a seal-ring of my grandfather's worth 
forty marks. 

Host. O ! I have heard the prince tell him, I 
know not how oft, that that ring was copper. 

Fal. How! the prince is a Jack^ a sneak-cup; 
and, if he were here, I would cudgel him like a dog, 
if he would say so. 

Enter Prince Henry and Poins, marching. Fal- 
STAFF meets the Prince, playing on his Truncheon 
like a fife. 

Fal. How now, lad? is the wind in that door, 
roust we all march ? 

Bard. Yea, two and two, Newgate-fashion. 

Host. My lord, I pray you, hear me. 

P. Hen. What sayest thou, mistress Quickly ? 
How does thy husband ? I love him well, he is an 
honest man. 

Host. Good my lord, hear me. 

*/i term of contempt frequently u%edt\>y SK8ks\iew^. 

VOL. V. o 
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Fal. Pr'ythee, let her alone, and list to me. 

P. Hen. What sayest thou, Jack ? 

FaL The other night I fell asleep here behind the 
arras, and had my pocket picked. 

P. Hen. What didst thou lose, Jack ? 

Fal, Wilt thou believe me, Hal ? three or torn 
bonds of forty pound a-piece, and a seal-ring of mj 
grandfather's. 

P. Hen. A trifle, some eight-penny matter. 

Host. So I told him, my lord; and 1 said, I hevd 
your grace say so : And, my lord, he speaka moit 
vilely of you, like a foul-mouthed man as he it; nd 
said, he would cudgel you. 

P. Hen. What ! he did not ? 

Host. There's neither faith, tryith, nor womn- 
hood in me else. 

Fal. There's no more faith in thee than in a tteved 
prune ; nor no more truth in thee, than in a dmn 
fox ; and for womanhood, maid Marian* may be die 
deputy's wife of the ward to thee. Go, you thing, go. 

Host. Say, what thing ? what thing ? I am en 
honest man's wife: and, setting thy knighthood 
aside, thou art a knave to call me so. 

FaL Setting thy womanhood aside, thou art s 
beast to say otherwise. 

Host. Say, what beast, thou knave, thou ? 

Fal. What beast ? why an otter. 

P. Hen. An otter, sir John ! why an otter ? 

Fal. Why ? she's neither fish, nor flesh. 

Host. Thou art an unjust man in saying so. 

P. Hen. Thou sayest true, Hostess ; and he 
slanders thee most grossly. 

Host. So he doth you, my lord ; and said thii 
other day, you ought him a thousand pound* 

P. Hen. Sirrah, do I owe you a thousand pound? 

9 A female charaetciT, yiVo ^xxati^^k xnorris-danccn; 
^merally a man dressed \\Vc ^vioiwKci. 
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Fal. A thousand pound, Hal ? a million : thy 
love is worth a million ; thou owest me thy love. 

Host. Nay, my lord, he called you Jack, and 
said, he would cudgel you. 

Fal. Did I, Bardolph ? 

Bard* Indeed, sir John, you said so. 

FaL Yea ; if he said, my ring was copper. 

P. Hen. I say, 'tis copper : Darest thou be as 
good as thy word now ? 

Fal. Why, Hal, thou knowest, as thou art but 
man, I dare : but, as thou art prince, I fear thee, 
as I fear the roaring of the lion's whelp. 

P. Hen. Arid why not, as the lion ? 

Fal. The king himself is to be feared as the lion : 
Dost thou think, I'll fear thee as I fear thy father ? 

P. Hen. O, sirrah, there's no room for faith, 
truth, nor honesty, in this bosom of thine. Charge 
an honest woman with picking thy pocket ! Why^ 
thou impudent rascal, if there were any thing m 
thy pocKet but tavern-reckonings, and one poor 
penny-worth of sugar-candy to make thee long 
winded ; if thy pocket were enriched with any other 
injuries but these, I am a villain. And yet you 
will stand to it; you will not pocket up wrong: 
Art thou not ashamed ? 

Fal. Dost thou hear, Hal ? thou knowest, in the 
state of innocency, Adam fell ; and what should 
poor Jack Falstaff do, in the days of villainy ? 
Thou seest, I have more flesh than another man ; 

and therefore more frailty. You confess, then, 

you picked my pocket ? 

P. Hen. It appears so by the story. 

Fal. Hostess, I forgive thee : Go, make ready 
breakfast ; love thy husband, look to thy servants, 
cherish thy guests : thou shalt find me tractable to 
any honest reason: thou seest, I am pacified. — 
Still? — Nay, pr'ythee, be gone. [Exit Hoste«&.\ 
Now, Ha), to the news at court: for the x^Ai^er^'* 
/ad, — How 18 that answered ? 

Q 2 
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P. Hen, O, my sweet beef, I must still be sood 
angel to thee : — The money is paid back again. 

Fal. O, I do not like that papng back, 'tit t 
double labour. 

P, Hen. I am good friends with my father, and 
may do any thing. 

FaL Rob me the exchequer the first thing thou 
doest, and do it with unwashed hands too. 

Bard. Do, my lord. 

P. Hen. I have procured thee, Jack, a charge of 
foot. 

Fal. I would it had been of horse. Where shall 
I find one that can steal well ? O for a fine tliie( 
of the age of two-and-twenty, or thereabouts! IiB 
heinously unprovided. Well, Heaven be thanked 
for these rebels, they offend none but the yirtaoui; 
I laud them, I praise them. 

P. Hen. Bardolph 

Bard. My lord. 

P. Hen. Go bear this letter to lord John of Lan- 
caster, 
My brother John ; this to my lord of Westmore- 
land, — 
Go, Poins, to horse, to horse ; for thou, and I, 

Have thirty miles to ride yet ere dinner time. 

Jack, 

Meet me to-morrow i' the Temple-hall 
At two o'clock i'the afternoon : 
There shalt thou know thy charge ; and there re- 
ceive 
Money, and order for their furniture. 
The land is burning ; Percy stands on high ; 
And either they, or we, must lower lie. 

\_Exeunt Prince, Poins, and Bardolph* 

Fal. Rare words! brave world! Hostess, mf 

breakfast ; come : — 
O, 1 could wish, this tavern were my drum. [^EtH* 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE I. 

The Rebel Camp near Shrewsbury. 

Enter Hotspur, Worcester, and Douglas. 

Hd. Well said, my noble Scot: If speaking 
truth. 
In this fine age, were not thought flattery. 
Such attribution should the Douglas > have, 
As not a soldier of this season's stamp 
Should go so general current through the world. 
By heaven, I cannot flatter ; I defy 
Tiie tongues of soothers ; but a braver place 
In my heart's love, hath no man than yourself: 
Nay, task me to the word ; approve me, lord. 

Doug* Thou art the king of honour : 
No man so potent breathes upon the ground. 
But I will beard him. 

Hot. Do so, and 'tis well : — 

Enter a Messenger, tioith Letters, 

What letters hast thou there ? — I can but thank 
you. 
Mess. These letters come from your father, — 
Hot, Letters from him ! why comes he not him- 
self? 
Mess. He cannot come, my lord ; he's grievous 

sick. 
Hot. O how has he the leisure to be sick, 
In such a justling time ? Who leads his power ? 
Under whose government come they along ? 

* This expression is applied by way of pre-eminence to 
the head of the Douglas family. 

Q 3 
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\ 

Mess. His letters bear his mind, not I, my lord. 

Wor. I pr*ythee, tell me, doth he keep his bed? 

Mess, He did, my lord, four days ere I set forth; 
And at the time of my departure thence. 
He was much fear'd by his physicians. 

Wor, I would, the state of time had first been 
whole, 
Ere he by sickness had been visited ; 
His health was never better worth than now. 

Hot. Sick now ! droop now ! this sickness dotk 
infect 
The very life-blood of our enterprize ; 
'Tis catching hither, even to our camp. — 
He writes me here, — that inward sickness — 
And that his friends by deputation could not 
So soon be drawn ; nor did he think it meet. 
To lay so dangerous and dear a trust 
On any soul remov'd, but on his own. 
Yet doth he give us bold advertisement, — 
That with our small conjunction, we should on, 
To see how fortune is disposed to us : 
For, as he writes, there is no quailing^ now ; 
Because the king is certainly possessed 
Of all our purposes. What say you to it ? 

Wor. Your father^s sickness is a maim to us. 

Hot. A perilous gash, a very limb lopp'd off; — 
And yet, in faith, 'tis not ; his present want 
Seems more than we shall find it : — Were it good. 
To set the exact wealth of all our states 
All at one cast ? to set so rich a main 
On the nice hazard of one doubtful hour ? 
It were not good : for therein should we read 
The very bottom and the soul of hope ; 
The very list'*, the very utmost bound 
Of all our fortunes. 

Dong. Faith, and so we should ; 

- Lamiiushini.'. ^ MwvxW^y^wwvWv. 
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Where now remains a sweet reversion : 

We may boldly spend upon the hope of what 

Is to come in : 

A comfort of retirement lives in this. 

Hot. A rendezvous, a home to fly unto. 

Wor, But yet, I would your father had been here, 
The quality and hair ^ of our attempt 
Brooks no division : It will be thought 
By some, that know not why he is away, 
That wisdom, loyalty, and mere dislike 
Of our proceedings, kept the earl from hence ; 
And think, how such an apprehension 
May turn the tide of fearnil faction. 
And breed a kind of question in our cause : 
For well you know, we of the offering side 
Must keep aloof from strict abitrement ; 
And stop all sight-holes, every loop, from whence 
The eye of reason may pry in upon us : 
This absence of your father's draws a curtain. 
That shows the ignorant a kind of fear 
Before not dreamt of. 

Hot. You strain too far. 

I, rather, of his absence make this use ; — 
It lends a lustre, and more great opinion, 
A larger dare to our great enterprize. 
Than if the earl were here : for men must think. 
If we, without his help, can make a head 
To push against the kingdom ; with his help. 
We shall overturn it, topsy-turvy down. — 
Yet all goes well, yet all our jomts are whole. 

Doug. As heart can tliink : there is not such a 
word 
Spoke of in Scotland, as this term of fear. 

Enter Sir Richard Vernon. 
Hot. My cousin Vernon ! welcome, bv va>j ^^viJi* 

* The cowplcxion, the cluvraclcv . 
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Ver, Pray Heaven, my news be worth a welcom 
lord. 
The earl of Westmoreland, seven thousand BtroDg 
Is marching hitherwards ; with him, prince John. 

HoU No harm : What more ? 

Vet. And further, I have leam'd- 

The king himself in person is set forth, 
Or hitherwards intended speedily, 
With strong and mightv preparation. 

HoU He shall be welcome, too. Where is his ton 
The nimble-footed madcap prince of Wales, 
And his comrddes, that dafrd ^ the world aside^ 
And bid it pass ? 

Ver. All fumish'd, all in arms. 

All plum'd like estridges^ that wing*d the wind; 
Bated " like eagles having lately bath'd ; 
Glittering in golden coats, like images ; 
As full of spirit as the month of May, 
And gorgeous as the sun at Midsummer ; 
Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls. 
I saw young Harry, — with his beaver on, 
His cuisses ^ on his thighs, gallantly arm'd, — 
Rise from the ground like feather a Mercury, 
And vaulted with such ease into his seat. 
As if an angel dropp'd down from the clouds. 
To turn and wind a fiery Pegasus, 
And witch the world with noble horsemanship. 

HoU No more, no more ; worse than the sun ir 
March, 
This praise doth nourish agues. Let them come ; 
They come like sacrifices in their trim, 
And to the fire-ey'd maid of smoky war, 
All hot, and bleeding, will we offer them : 
The mailed Mars shall on his altar sit. 
Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire, 
To hear this rich reprisal is so nigh, 

" Threw contcm^vtuou^X^'. *^ CVixxude^ik, 

• Fresh. ^ KtvcvviMx "Cw ^^^Sn4^. 
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And yet not ours : — Come, let me take my liorse, 
Who is to bear me, like a thunderbolt. 
Against the bosom of the prince of Wales : 
Harry to Harry shall, hot horse to horse, 
Meet, and ne'er part, till one drop down a corse. — 
0, that Glendower were come ! 

Verm There is more news : 

I learned in Worcester as I rode along. 
He cannot draw his power this fourteen days. 

Doug. That's the worst tidings that I hear of yet. 

fVor, Ay, by my faith, that bears a frosty sound. 

Hot, What may the king's whole battle reach 
unto? 

Ver, To thirty thousand. 

Hot. Forty let it be ; 

IMy father and Glendower being both away, 
'The powers of us may serve so great a day. 
Come, let us make a muster speedily : 
Doomsday is near ; die ail, die merrily. 

Doug, Talk not of dying ; I am out of fear 
Of death, or death's hand, for this one half year. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

A Publick Road near Coventry. 

Enter Falstaff and Bardolph. 

Fal. Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry ; fill 
me a bottle of sack : our soldiers shall march 
through ; we'll to Sutton-Colfield to-night. 

Bard, Will you give me money, captain ? 

Fal, Lay out, lay out. 

Bard. This bottle makes an angel. 

Fal, An if it do, take it for thy labour ; and if it 
make twenty, take them all, I'll answer the covRa^^^^ 
Bid my ^eutenant Peto meet me at the tONvu^ exv^. 

Bard. I will, captain : farewell. \Exit 
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Fal. If I be not ashamed of my soldiers, I am a 
souced gurnet. I have misused the kine's press 
vilely. I have got in exchange of a hundred and 
fifty soldiers, three hundred and odd pounds. I press 
me none but good householders, yeomen's sons: 
inquire me out contracted bachelors, such as had 
been asked twice on the banns ; such a commodity 
of warm slaves, as had as lief hear the devil as a 
drum ; such as fear the report of a caliver ^ worse 
than a struck fowl, or a hurt wild duck. I pressed 
me none but such toasts and butter, with hearts no 
bigger than pins' heads, and they have bought out 
their services ; and now my whole charge consists 
of ancients, corporals, lieutenants, gentlemen of 
companies, slaves as ragged as Lazarus in the 
painted cloth, and such as, indeed, were never 
soldiers, but discarded, unjust serving-men, younger 
sons to younger brothers, revolted tapsters, and 
ostlers trade-fallen ; the cankers of a calm world, 
and a long peace ; ten times more dishonourably 
ragged than an old faced ancient ^ : and such have I 
to till up the rooms of them that have bought out 
their services. A mad fellow met me on the way, 
and told me I had unloaded all the gibbets, and 
pressed the dead bodies. No eye hath seen such 
scare-crows. I'll not march through Coventry with 
them, that's flat : — Nay, and the villains march 
wide betwixt the legs, as if they had gyves *^ on ; 
for, indeed, I had the most of them out of prison. 
There's but a shirt and a half in all my company : 
and the half-shirt is two napkins tacked together, 
and thrown over the shoulders like a herald's coat 
without sleeves ; and the shirt, to say the truth, 
stolen from my host at Saint Alban's, or the red- 
nose inn-keeper of Daintry. ^ But that's all one ; 
they'll find linen enough on every hedge. 

" A musket. > Standard. '^ Fetters. 

3 Daventry, pronounced Daintry. 
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Enter Prince Henry and Westmoreland. 

P. Hen, How now, blown Jack ? how now, quilt? 

FaL What, Hal ? How now, mad wag ? what a 

devil dost thou in Warwickshire ? — My good lord 

of Westmoreland, I cry you mercy ; I thought your 

honour had already been at Shrewsbury. 

West. Taith, sir John, 'tis more than time that 
I were there, and you to ; but my powers are there 
already : The king, I can tell you, looks for us all ; 
we must away all night. 

FaL Tut, never fear me ; I am as vigilant as a 
cat to steal cream. 

P. Hen. I think, to steal cream, indeed ; for thy 
Aeft hath already made thee butter. But, tell me. 
Jack ; whose fellows are these that come after ? 
FaL Mine, Hal, mine. 
P. Hen. I did never see such pitiful rascals. 
Fal. Tut, tut ; good enough to toss ; food for 
powder, food for powder ; they'll fill a pit, as well 
^ better : tush, man, mortal men, mortal men. 

West. Ay, but sir John, methinks they are ex- 
ceeding poor and bare ; too beggarly. 

Pfl/. Faith, for their poverty, — I know not where 
^ey had that : and for their bareness, — I am sure 
ikej never learned that of me. 

P. Hen. No, I'll be sworn ; unless you call three 
lingers on the ribs bare. But, sirrah, make haste ; 
^crcy is already in the field. 

Fid. What, is the king encamped ? 

West. He is, sir John ; I fear we shall stay too 

FaL Well, 
"*« the latter end of a fray, and the beginning of a 

feast, 
^its a dull fighter, and a keen guestl [Exeunt. 
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Tke RfM Camp mear Shrewsbury. 

Emt^ Hotspur. Worcester^ Douglas, amd 

Vernon. 

Hoi. Well light with him to-night. 

fVor. It may not be. 

Doug. You give him then advantage. 

Ver. Not a whit. 

Hoi. Why say you so ? looks he not for supply ? 

Frr. So do we. 

Hoi. His is certain^ ours is doubtful. 

Wor. Good cousin, be advisM ; stir not to-night. 

Ver. Do not, mv lord. 

Doug. You do not counsel well ; 

You speak it out of fear, and cold heart. 

Ver. Do me no slander, Douglas : by my life, 
(And I dare well maintain it with my fife,) 
If well respected honour bid me on, 
I hold as little counsel with weak fear. 
As you, my lord, or any Scot that lives : — 
Let it be seen to-morrow in the battle. 
Which of us fears. 

Doug. Yea, or to-night. 

Fer. Content. 

Hot. To-night, say I. 

Ver. Come, come, it may not 

I wonder much, being men of such great leading 
That you foresee not what impediments 
Drag back our expedition : Certain horse 
Of my cousin Vernon's are not yet come up : 
Your uncle Worcester's horse came but to-day ; 
And now their pride and mettle is asleep, 

* Conduct, experience. 
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Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 
That not a horse is half the half himself. 

Hot, So are the horses of the enemy, 
In general, journey-bated, and brought low ; 
The better part of ours is full of rest. 

Wor. The number of the king exceedeth ours : 
For Heaven sake, cousin, stay till all come in. 

[The Trumpet sounds a parley. 

Enter Sir Walter Blunt. 

Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the king, 
If you vouchsafe me hearing, and respect. 

Hot, Welcome, sir Walter Blunt; And 'would 
to heaven, 
You were of our determination ! 
Some of us love you well : and even those some 
Envy your great deserving, and good name ; 
Because you are not of our quality,^ 
But stand against us like an enemy. 

Blunt, And God defend, but still I should stand so. 
So long as, out of limit, and true rule. 
You stand against anointed majesty ! 
But to my cnarge. — The king hath sent to know 
The nature of your griefs^ ; and whereupon 
You conjure from the breast of civil peace 
Such bold hostility, teaching this duteous land 
Audacious cruelty : If that the king 
Have any way your good deserts forgot, — 
Which he confesseth to be manifold, — 
He bids you name your griefs ; and, with all speed, 
You shall have your desires, with interest ; 
And pardon absolute for yourself, and these. 
Herein misled by your suggestion. 

Hot, The king is kind ; and well we know the 
king 
Knows at what time to promise, when to pay. 

* Fellowship. « Gne\ai\ces. 

VOL. V, i^ 
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My father, and my uncle, and myself. 
Did give him that same royalty he wears ; 
And when he was not six and twenty strong, 
Sick in the world's regard, wretched and low, 
A poor unminded outlaw sneaking home,^ 
My father gave him welcome to the shore : 
And, — when he heard him swear, and vow to God, 
He came but to be duke of Lancaster, 
To sue his livery^, and beg his peace ; 
With tears of innocency, and terms of zeal,— 
My father, in kind heart and pity mov'd, 
Swore him assistance, and performed it too. 
Now, when the lords and barons of the realm 
Perceiv'd Northumberland did lean to him, 
The more and less^ came in with cap and knee; 
Met him in boroughs, cities, villages ; 
Attended him on bridges, stood in lanes. 
Laid gids before him, profier*d him their oaths, 
Gave him their heirs ; as pages follow'd him. 
Even at the heels, in golden multitudes. 
He presently, — as greatness knows itself, — 
Steps me a little higher than his vow 
Made to my father, while his blood was poor, 
Upon the naked shore at Ravenspurg ; 
And now, forsooth, takes on him to reform 
Some certain edicts, and some strait decrees, 
That lie too heavy on the commonwealth : 
Cries out upon abuses, seems to weep 
Over his country's wrongs ; and, by this face, 
This seeming brow of justice, did he win 
The hearts of all that he did angle for. 
Proceeded further ; cut me off the heads 
Of all the favourites, that the absent king 
In deputation left behind him here. 
When he was personal in the Irish war. 

Blunt. I came not to hear this. 

Hot. Then to the point.—— 

' The delivery of his Vauds. * T\\^ ^t^i^Xmx ^tA^\^ 



SCENE IV.] KING HENRY IV. 175 

In short time after he deposed the king, 
Soon after that, deprived him of his life ; 
And, in the neck of that, task*d the whole state : 
To make that worse, suffered his kinsman March 
(Who is, if every owner were well placed, 
Indeed his king,) to be incag*d in Wales, 
There without ransome to lie forfeited : 
Disgraced me in my happy victories ; 
Sought to entrap me by intelligence ; 
Rated my uncle from the council-board ; 
In rage aismiss'd my father from the court ; 
Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wrong : 
And, in conclusion, drove us to seek out 
This head of safety ; and, withal, to pry 
Into his title, the which we find 
Too indirect for long continuance. 

Blunt, Shall I return this answer to the king ? 

Hot* Not so, sir Walter ; well withdraw awhile. 
Go to the king ; and let there be impawn'd 
Some surety for a safe return again. 
And in the morning early shall mine uncle 
Bring him our purposes : and so farewell. 

Blunt, I would, you would accept of grace and 
love. 

Hot. And, may be, so we shall. 

Blunt, 'Pray heaven, you do ! 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

York. A Room in the Archbishop's House. 

Enter the Archbishop of York, and a Gentleman. 

Arch. Hie, good sir Michael ? bear this sealed 
brief,'-' 
With winged haste to the lord mareshal ; 

9 Letter. 

K 2 
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This to my cousin Scroop ; and all the rest 

To whom they are directed : if you knew 

How much they do import, you would make haite. 

Gent, My good lord, 
I guess their tenor. 

Arch, Like enough you do. 

To-morrow, good sir Michael, is a aay. 
Wherein the fortune of ten thousand men 
Must 'bide the touch : For, sir, at Shrewsbury, 
As I am truly given to understand, 
The king, with mighty and quick-raised power. 
Meets with lord Harry : and I fear, sir Michael,— 
What with the sickness of Northumberland, 
(Whose power was in the first proportion,) 
And what with Owen Glendower*s absence thence, 
(Who with them was a rated sinew too, * 
And comes not in, o'er-ruFd by prophecies,) 
I fear the power of Percy is too weak 
To wage an instant trial with the king. 

Gent, Why, good my lord, you need not fear; 
there's Douglas, 
And Mortimer. 

Arch, No, Mortimer's not there. 

Gent. But there is Mordake, Vernon, lord Harry 
Percy, 
And there's my lord of Worcester ; and a head 
Of gallant warriors, noble gentlemen. 

Arch, And so there is : but yet the king hath 
drawn 
The special head of all the land together ; — 
The prince of Wales, lord John of Lancaster, 
The noble Westmoreland, and warlike Blunt ; 
And many more corrivals, and dear men 
Of estimation and command in arms. 

Gent, Doubt not, my lord, they shall be well 

oppos'd. 
Arch. I hope no less, yet needful 'tis to fear ; 
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And to prevent the worst, sir Michael, speed : 
For if lord Percy thrive not, ere the king 
Dismiss his power, he means to visit us, — 

For he hath heard of our confederacy. 

And 'tis but wisdom to make strong against him ; 
Therefore make haste : I must go write again 
To other friends : and so farewell, sir Michael. 

i^Exeunt severally. 



ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE I. 

The King's Camp near Shrewsbury. 

Enter King Henry, Prince Henry, Prince John 
of Lancaster, Sir Walter Blunt, and Sir 
John Falstaff. 

K. Hen. How bloodily the sun begins to peer 
Above yon busky^ hill ! the day looks pale 
At his distemperature. 

P. Hen. The southern wind 

Doth play the trumpet to his purposes ; 
And, by his hollow whistling in the leaves, 
Foretells a tempest, and a blustering day. 

K. Hen. Then with the losers let it sympathize ; 
For nothing can seem foul to those that win. — 

Trumpet. Enter Worcester and Vernon. 

How now, my lord of Worcester ? 'tis not well, 
ITiat you ana I should meet upon such terms 

« Woody. 
R S 
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As now we meet : You have deceiv*d our trmt; 
And made us doff^ our easy robes of peaces 
To crush our old limbs in ungentle steel : 
This is not well, my lord, this is not well. 
What say you to't ? will you again iinknit 
This churlish knot of all-abhorred war ? 
And move in that obedient orb again, , 
Where you did give a fair and natural light ; 
And be no more an exhaFd meteor, 
A prodigy of fear, and a portent 
Of broached mischief to tne unborn times ? 

fVor. Hear me, my liege : 
For mine own part, I could be well content 
To entertain the lag-end of my life 
With quiet hours ; for, I do protest, 
I have not sought the day of this dislike. 

K» Hen. You have not sought for it ! How con 
it then ? 

FaL Rebellion lay in his way, and he found i' 

P. Hen. Peace, chewet-*, peace. 

fVor. It pleas'd your majesty, to turn your Iw 
Of favour, from myself, and all our house; 
And yet I must remember you, my lord, 
We were the first and dearest of your friends. 
For you my staff of office did I break 
In Richard's time ; and posted day and night 
To meet you on the way, and kiss your hand. 
When yet you were in place and in account 
Nothing so strong and fortunate as I. 
It was myself, my brother, and his son, 
That brought you home, and boldly did outdan 
The dangers of the time : You swore to us, — 
And you did swear that oath at Doncaster, — 
That you did nothing purpose gainst the state ; 
Nor claim no further than your new-falFn right, 
The seat of Gaunt, dukedom of Lancaster: 
To this we swore our a\d. But, in short space, 
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It rained down fortune showering on your head ; 
And such a flood of greatness fell on you, — 
What with our help ; what with the absent king ; 
What with the injuries of a wanton time; 
The seeming sufferances that you had borne ; 
And the contrarious winds, that held the king 
80 long in his unlucky Irish wars, 
That all in England did repute him dead, — 
And, from this swarm of fair advantages 
You took occasion to be quickly woo*d 
To gripe the general sway into your hand ; 
Forffot your oath to us at Doncaster ; 
Ana, being fed by us, you us'd us so 
As that ungentle gull, the cuckoo's bird, 
Useth the sparrrow ; did oppress our nest ; 
Grew by our feeding to so great a bulk. 
That even our love durst not come near your sight. 
For fear of swallowing ; but with nimble wing 
We were enforced, for safety sake, to fly 
Out of your sight, and raise this present head : 
Whereby we stand opposed by such means 
As you yourself have forg*d against yourself; 
By unkind usage, dangerous countenance. 
And violation of all faith and troth 
Sworn to us in youf younger enterprize. 
K, Hen. These thmgs, indeed, you have articu- 
lated,^ 
Proclaimed at market-crosses, read in churches ; 
To face the garment of rebellion 
With some fine colour, that may please the eye 
Of fickle changelings, and poor discontents. 
Which gape, and rub the elbow, at the news 
Of hurly-burly innovation : 
And never yet did insurrection want 
Such water-colours to impaint his cause ; 
Nor moody beggars, starving for a time 
Of pellmell havock and confusion. 

* Exhibited in article*. 
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P. Hen. In both our anniesy there is nwny a mmI 
Shall pay full dearly for this encounter. 
If once they join in trial. Tell ^our nephew. 
The prince of Wales doth join with all tne worid 
In praise of Henry Percy ; By my hopes,^ 
This present enterprize set off his head, — 
I do not think, a braver gentleman. 
More active-valiant, or more valiant<^oung. 
More daring, or more bold, is now anve, 
To grace his latter age with noble deeds. 
For my part, I may speak it to my shame, 
I have a truant been to chivalry ; 
And so, I hear, he doth account me too : 
Yet this before my father's majesty, — 
I am content, that he shall take the odda 
Of his great name and estimation ; 
And wul, to^ve the blood on either aide, 
Try fortune with him in a single fight. 

K. Hen. And, prince of Wales, so dare we ven- 
ture thee. 
Albeit, considerations infinite 
Do make against it : — No, good Worcester, no. 
We love our people well ; even those we love, 
That are misled upon your cousin's part : 
And, will they take the offer of our grace. 
Both he, and they, and you, yea, every man 
Shall be my friend again, and I'll be his : 
So tell your cousin, and bring mc word 
What he will do : — But if lie will not yield. 
Rebuke and dread correction wait on us. 
And they shall do their office. So, be gone ; 
We will not now be troubled with reply : 
We offer fair, take it advisedly. 

\^Exeunt Worcester and Vernok. 

P. Hen. It will not be accepted, on my life : 
The Douglas and the Hotspur both together 
Are confident against the world in arms. 

A^. Hen, Hence, there^oxe, eNeT"^ \««A«x to hi* 
charge ; 
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or on tlieir answer, will we set on them : 
Lnd God befriend us, as our cause is just ! 

[^Exeunt King, Blunt, and Prince John. 

FaL Hal, if thou see me down in the battle, and 
estride me, so;;tis a point of friendship. 

P. Hen. Nothing but a colossus can do thee that 
*iendship. Say thy prayers, and farewell. 

Ftd. 1 would it were bed-time, Hal, and all well. 

P. Hen, Wliy, thou owest heaven a death. 

lExit. 

FaL *Tis not due yet ; I would be loath to pay 
efore the day. What need I be so forward with 
im that calls not on me ? Well, *tis no matter ; 
lonour pricks me on. Yea, but how if honour 
»rick me off when I come on ? how then ? Can 
lonour set to a leg? No. Or an arm? No. Or 
ake away the grief of a wound ? No. Honour hath 
\o skill in surgery then? No. What is honour? 
V word. What is in that word, honour ? What is 
lat honour ? Air. A trim reckoning ! — Who hath 

? He that died o* Wednesday. Doth he feel it ? 

o. Doth he hear it ? No. Is it insensible then ? 

;a, to the dead. But will it not live with the 

ing? No. Why? Detraction will not suffer it: 
therefore I'll none of it : Honour is a mere scut- 
;on, and so ends my catechism. {^ExU. 



SCENE II. 

The Rebel Camp, 

Enter Worcester and Vernon. 

r. O, no, my nephew must not know, sir 

Richard, 
beral kind offer of the king. 
'Twere best he did. 
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War. Then are we aU undone. 

It is not possible, it cannot be, 
The king should keep his word in loving us; 
He will suspect us still, and find a time 
To punish iJiis offence in other faults : 
Suspicion shall be all stuck full of eyes : 
For treason is but trusted like the fom ; 
Who, ne*er so tame, so cherish'd, and lock'd np» 
Will have a wild trick of his ancestors. 
Look how we can, or sad, or merrily. 
Interpretation will misquote our looks ; 
And we shall feed like oxen at a stall. 
The better cherish'd, still the nearer death. 
My nephew's trespass may be well forgot, 
It hath the excuse of youth, and heat of blood; 
And an adopted name of privilege, — 
A hare-brain'd Hotspur, govem'd by a spleen: 
All his offences live upon my head. 
And on his father's ; — we did tr(iin him on ; 
And, his corruption being ta'en from us. 
We, as the spring of all, shall pay for all. 
Therefore, good cousin, let not Harry know, 
In any case, the offer of the king. 

Ver. Deliver what you will, I'll say, 'tis sa 
Here comes your cousin. 

Enter Hotspur and Douglas ; and Officen and 

Soldiers, behind. 

Hot. My uncle is retum'd: — Deliver up 
My lord of Westmoreland. — Uncle, what news? 
Wor. The king will bid you battle presently. 
Doug. Defy him by the lord of Westmoreland. 
Hot. Lord Douglas, go you and tell him so. 
Doug. Marry, and shall, and very willingly. 

[EdU 

Wot. There is no seeming mercy in the king. 
Hot. Did you beg any ? God n>rbid ! 
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Wor. I told him gently of our grievances, 
Of his oath-breaking ; wnich he mended thus, — 
By now forswearing that he is forsworn : 
He calls us rebels, traitors ; and will scourge 
With haughty arms this hateful name in us. 

Re-enter Douglas. 

Doug. Arm, gentlemen ; to arms ! for I have 
thrown 
A brave defiance in King Henry's teeth. 
And Westmoreland, that was engaged, did bear it ; 
Which cannot choose but bring him quickly on. 

Wor. The prince of Wales stepp'd forth before 
the king. 
And, nephew, challenged you to single fight. 

Hat. O, 'would the quarrel lay upon our heads ; 
And that no man might draw short breath to-day. 
But I, and Harry Monmouth ! Tell me, tell me, 
How showed his talking ? seem'd it in contempt ? 

Ver. No, by my soul ; I never in my life 
Did hear a challenge urg'd more modestly, 
Unless a brother should a brother dare 
To gentle exercise and proof of arms. 
He gave you all the duties of a man ; 
Trimm'd up your praises with a princely tongue ; 
Spoke your deservings like a chronicle ; 
Makine you ever better than his praise. 
By still oispraising praise, valued with you : 
And, which became him like a prince indeed. 
He made a blushing cital^ of himself ; 
And chid his truant youth with such a grace, 
As if he mastered there a double spirit. 
Of teaching, and of learning, instantly. 
There did he pause : But let me tell the world, — 
If he outlive the envy of this day, 
England did never owe^ so sweet a hope. 
So much misconstrued in his wantonness. 

• Recital. 7 Own. 
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Hot. Cousin, I think, thou art enamoured 
Upon his follies ; never did 1 hear 
Of any prince, so wild, at liberty : — 
But, be he as he will, yet once ere night 
I will embrace him wiui a soldier's arra. 

That he shall shrink under my courtesy. 

Arm, arm, with speed : — And, fellows, soldien 

fViends, 
Better consider what you have to do, 
Than I, that have not well the gifl of tongue, 
Can 11 fl your blood up with persuasion. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lor^ here are letters for you. 

Hot. I cannot read them now. — 
O gentlemen, the time of life is short ; 
To spend that shortness basely, were too long. 
If life did ride upon a dial's point. 
Still ending at the arrival of an hour. 
An if we live, we live to tread on kings ; 
If die, brave death, when princes die with us ! 
Now for our conscience, — the arms are fair, 
When the intent of bearing them is just. 

Enter another Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, prepare; the king comes oi 
apace. 

Hot. I thank him. that he cuts nic from my tale 
For I profess not talking ; Only this — 
Let each man do his best : and here draw I 
A sword, whose temper I intend to stain 
With the best blood that I can meet withal 
In the adventure of this perilous day. 
Now, — Esperance / ^ — Percy — and set on. — 
Sound all the lofly instruments of war. 
And bv that musick let us all embrace : 
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For, heaven to earth, some of us never shall 
A second time do such a courtesy. 

{^The trumpets sound. They embrace, and exeunt. 



SCENE III. 

Plain near Shrewsbury. 

Excursions, and Parties ^fighting. Alarum to the 
Battle. Then enter Douglas and Blunt, 
meeting. 

Blunt. What is thy name, that in the battle thus 
Thou crossest me ? what honour dost thou seek 
Upon my head ? 

Doug. Know then, my name is Douglas ; 

And I do haunt thee in the battle thus, 
Because some tell me that thou art a king. 

Blunt. They tell thee true. 

Doug. The lord of Stafford dear to-day hath 
bought 
Thy likeness ; for, instead of thee, king Harry, 
This sword hath ended him : so shall it thee, 
Unless thou yield thee as my prisoner. 

Blunt. I was not born a yielder, thou proud Scot ; 
And thou shalt find a king that will revenge 
Lord Stafford's death. 

[ They Jight, and Blunt is slain. 

Enter Hotspur. 

Hot. O Douglas, hadst thou fought at Holmedon 

thus, 
I never had tri(imph'd upon a Scot. 

Doug. AlFs done, all's won ; here breathless lies 

the king. 
Hot. Where? 
Doug. Here. 

VOL. V. s 
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Hat. This, Douglas? no, I know this face full 
well: 
A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt ; 
Semblably fumish*d like the king himself. 

Doug. A fool go with thy soiu, whither it goes, 
A borrow'd title hast thou bought too dear. 
Why didst thou tell me that thou wert a king ? 

HoU The king hath many marching in his coats. 

Doug. Now, by my sword^ I will kill all his coats ; 
ril murder all his wardrobe, piece by piece. 
Until I meet the king. 

Hot, Up, and away ; 

Our soldiers stand full fairly for the oay. [Exeunt* 

Other Alarums. Enter Falstaff. 

Fal. Though I could 'scape shot-free at London, 
I fear the shot here ; here's no scoring, but upon 
the pate. — Soft ! who art thou ? Sir Walter Blunt ; 
— there's honour for you ; Here's no vanity ! — I 
am as hot as molten lead, and as heavy too : heaven 
keep lead out of me ! I need no more weight than 
mine own bowels. — I have led my raggamuffins 
where they are peppered : there's but three of my 
hundred and fifty left alive ; and they are for the 
town's end, to beg during life. But who comes 
here! 

Enter Prince Henry. 

P, Hen. What, stand'st thou idle here ? lend me 
thy sword : 
Many a nobleman lies stark and stiff 
Under tiie hoofs of vaunting enemies, 
Whose deaths are unreveng'd : Pr'3rthee, lend thy 
sword. 
Fed. O Hal, I pr'ythee, give me leave to breathe 
a while. — Turk Gregory never did such deeds in 
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anns, as I have done this day. I have paid Percy, 
I have made him sure. 

P. Hen, He is, indeed ; and living to kill thee. 
Lend me thy sword, I pr ythee. 

Fal. Nay, Hal, if Percy be alive, thou get'st not 
my sword ; but take my pistol, if thou wilt. 

P. Hen. Give it me : What, is it in the case ? 

Fal. Ay, Hal ; *tis hot, 'tis hot ! there's that will 
sack a city. [The Prince dravos out a bottle of sack. 

P. Hen* What, is*t a time to jest and dally now ? 

[ Throws it at him, and exit. 

Fal. Well, if Percy be alive, Fll pierce him. If 
he do come in my way, so ; if he do not, if I come 
in his, willingly, let him make a carbonado ^ of me. 
I like not such grinning honour, as Sir Walter 
hath : Give me life : which if I can save, so ; if 
not, honour comes unlooked for, and there's an 
eniL l^Exit. 



SCENE IV. 

Another Part of the Field, 

Alarums. Excursions. Enter the King, Prince 
Henry, Prince John, and Westmoreland. 

K. Hen. I pr'ythee, 
Harry, withdraw thyself: thou bleed'st too much : — 
Lord John of Lancaster, go you with him. 

P. John. Not I, my lord, unless I did bleed too. 

P. Hen. I do beseech your majesty, make up. 
Lest your retirement do amaze your friends. 

K. Hen. I will do so : — 
My lord of Westmoreland, lead him to his tent. 

West. Come, my lord, I will lead you to your 
tent 

'> A piece of meat cut crosswise for the ^n^vcotv, 

s 2 
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P. Hen, Lead me, my lord ? I do not need your 
help: 
And heaven forbid, a shallow scratch should driTe 
The prince of Wales from such a field as this? 
Where stain'd nobility lies trodden on, 
And rebels' arms tridmph in massacres ! 

P. John. We breathe too long : — Come, couiin 
Westmoreland, 
Our duty this way lies ; for heaven's sake, come. 
[Exeunt Prince John and Westmorelaid. 

P, Hen, By heaven, thou hast deceiv'd me^ Las- 
caster, 
I did not think thee lord of such a spirit : 
before, I lov'd thee as a brother, John ; 
But now, I do respect thee as my soul. 

K. Hen. I saw him hold lord Percy at the point, 
With lustier maintenance than I did look for 
Of such an ungrown warrior. 

P. Hen. O, this boy 

Lends mettle to us all ! [JSsif* 



Alarums. Enter Douglas. 

Doug. Another king! they grow like Hydri'f 
heads : 
I am the Douglas, fatal to all those 
That wear those colours on them. — What art thou, 
That counterfeit'st the person of a king ? 

K' Hen. The king himself; who, Douglas, grieves 
at heart. 
So many of his shadows thou hast met. 
And not the very king. I have two boys 
Seek Percy and thyself about the field : 
But, seeing thou fairst on me so luckily, 
I will assay thee ; so defend thyself. 

Doug, i fear, thou art another counterfeit ; 
And vet, in \a\t\\, iV\ov\\i«^i: ^ix vVv^^ Uke a king : 
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But mine, I am sure, thou art, whoe'er thou be, 
And thus I win thee. 

[They J^kt; the King being in danger ^ enter 
Prince Henry. 

P. Hen. Hold up thy head, vile Scot, or thou 
art like 
Never to hold it up again ! the spirits 
Of Shirley, Stafford, Blunt, are in my arms ; 
It is the prince of Wales, that threatens thee; 
Who never promiseth, but he means to pay. — 

{They fight} DovGLAsfiies. 
Cheerly, my lord ; How fares your grace ? — 
Sir Nicholas Grawsey hath for succour sent. 
And so hath Cliflon ; I'll to Cliflon straight. 

K, Hen, Stay, and breathe a while : — 
Thou hast redeemed thy lost opinion ; 
And show'd, thou mak*st some tender of my life, 
In this fair rescue thou hast brought to me. 

P. Hen. O heaven ! they did me too much injury. 
That ever said, I hearken d for your death. 
}f it were so, I might have let alone 
The insulting hand of Douglas over you ; 
Which would have been as speedy in your end. 
As all the poisonous potions in the world, 
And sav*d the treacherous labour of your son. 

K. Hen. Make up to Clifton, Til to sir Nicholas 
Gawsey. lExit King Henry. 

Enter Hotspur. 

Hot. If I mistake not, thou art Harry Monmouth. 

P. Hen. Thou speak'st as if I would deny my 
name. 

Hot. My namp is Harry Percy. 

P. Hen. Why, then I see 

A very valiant rebel of the name. 
t am the prince of Wales ; and think not, Percy, 
I'o share with me in glory any. more *. 
Two stars keep not their motion in one s^ct^, 

s 3 
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Nor can one England brook a double reign, 
Of Harry Percy, and the prince of Wales. 

Hot, Nor shall it, Harry, for the hour is come 
To end the one of us ; And 'would to Grod, 
Thy name in arms were now as great as mine ! 

JP. Hen, ril make it greater, ere I part from thee; 
And all the budding honours on thy crest 
ril crop, to make a garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longer brook thy vanities. 

Enter Falstaff. 

Fal. Well said, Hal ! to it, Hal! — Nay, youihaU 
find no boy's play here, I can tell you. 

Enter Douglas; he Jtghts toith Falstaff, teko 
^ falls dotvn as if he tvere dead^ and exit Douglas. 
Hotspur is woundedy and ^ falls. 

Hot. O, Hurry, thou hast robb'd me of my youth; 
I better brook the loss of brittle life, 
Than those proud titles thou hast won of me ; 
They wound my thoughts, worse than thy sword 
my flesh : 

ft 

But thought's the slave of life, and life times fool: 
And time, that takes survey of all the world. 
Must have a stop. (), 1 could prophesy, 
Hut that the ourthv and cold hand of death 
Lies on my tongue : — No, Percy, thou art dust, 

And food for ' [Dw. 

P. //<■//. For worms, brave Percy ; Fare thee well, 
great heart ! — 
Ill-weav'd ambition, how much art thou shrunk! 
When that this body did contain a spirit, 
A kingdom for it was too small a bound; 
But now, two paces ot' the vilest earth 
is room euoupU. — 'V\\\* ^w\V\ aW\ Wnjc* thcc dead, 
/>Oiir>j iu>t a\lvc>v^ sV\>v\i a \i^\\\\si\\\»\\. 
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[f thou wert sensible of courtesy, 
[ should not make so dear, a show of zeal : — 
But let my favours * hide thy mangled face ; 
A.nd, even in thy behalf, I'll thank myself 
For doing these fair rites of tenderness. 
A.dieu, and take thy praise with thee to heaven ! 
rhy ignominy sleep with thee in the grave, 
But not remember'd in thy epitaph ! — 

[_He sees Falstaff on the ground. 
What ! old acquaintance ! could not all this flesh 
Keep in a little life ? Poor Jack, farewell ! 
I could have better spar'd a better man. 
O, 1 should have a heavy miss of thee, 
If I were much in love with vanity. 
Death hath not struck so fat a deer to-day. 
Though many dearer, in this bloody fray : — 
Emboweird will I see thee by and by ; 
Till then, in blood by noble Percy lie. [jBxiV. 

FaL [Rising sloxvlv,'] Embowelled ! if thou em- 
bowel me to-day, 1 11 give you leave to powder '-^ 
me, and eat me too, to-morrow. 'Twas time to 
counterfeit, or that hot termagant Scot had paid me 
scot and lot too. Counterfeit? I lie, I am no 
counterfeit : To die, is to be a counterfeit ; for he 
is but the counterfeit of a man, who hath not the 
life of a man : but to counterfeit dying, when a man 
thereby liveth, is to be no counterfeit, but the true 
and perfect image of life indeed. The better part 
of valour is — discretion ; in the which better part, 
I have saved my life. I am afraid of this gunpow- 
der Percy, though he be dead : How, it he should 
counterfeit too, and rise ? I am afraid, he \^uld 
prove the better counterfeit. Therefore I'll^iake 
him sure : yea, and I'll swear I killed him. Why 
may not he rise, as well as I ? Nothing confutes me 
but eyes, and nobody sees me. Therefore, sirrah, 

» Scarf, with which he covers Vetc^ % Wt% 

« Salt. 
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[Stabbing him.^ with a new wound in your thigh, 
come you along with me. 

{Takes Hotspur on his back. 

Re-enter Prince Henry and Prince John. 

P. Hen. Come, brother John, full bravely hast 
thou flesh'd 
Thy maiden sword. 

P. John. But, soft ! whom have we here ? 

Did you not tell me, this fat man was dead ? 

P. Hen. I did ; I saw him dead, breathless and 
bleeding 

Upon the ground. 

Art thou fdive ? or is it phantasy 
That plays upon our eyesight ? I pr'ythee, speak ; 
We will not trust our eyes, without our ears 2 — 
Thou art not what thou seem'st. 

FaL No, that's certain ; I am not a double man ; 
but if I be not Jack FalstafF, then am I a Jack. 
There is Percy : IThrotving the body d&von,'] if your 
father will do me any honour, so ; if not, let him kill 
the next Percy himself. I look to be either earl 
or duke, I can assure you. 

P. Hen, Why, Percy I killed myself, and saw 
thee dead. 

FaL Did'stthou? — Lord, lord, how this world 
is given to lying ! — I grant you, I was down, and 
out of breath ; and so was he : but we rose both at 
an instant, and fought a long hour by Shrewsbury 
clock. If I may be believed, so ; if not, let them, 
that should reward valour, bear the sin upon their 
own heads. I'll take it upon my death, I gave him 
this wound in the thigh : if the man were alive, and 
would deny it, I would make him eat a piece of my 
sword. 

P.John. This is the strangest tale that e*er 1 
heard. 

P. Hen. This is the strangest fellow, brother 
John. 
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Come, bring your luggage nobly on your back : 
For my part, if a lie may do thee grace, 
I'll gild it with the happiest terms I have. 

[^A Retreat is sounded. 
The trumpet sounds retreat, the day is ours. 
Come, brother, let's to the highest of the field. 
To see what friends are living, who are dead. 

[^Exeunt Prince Henry and Prince John. 

Fed, ni follow, as they say, for reward. He that 

rewards me, heaven reward him ! If I do grow 

great, I'll grow less ; for Fll purge, and leave sack, 

and live as a nobleman should do. 

[^Exity bearing off' the Body, 



SCENE V. 

Another Part of the Field. 

The Trumpets sound. Enter King Henry, Prince 
Henry, Prince John, Westmoreland, and 
others; voith Worcester and Vernon, pri- 
soners. 

K. Hen. Thus ever did rebellion find rebuke. — 
Hi-spirited Worcester ! did we not send grace, 
Pardon, and terms of love to all of you ? 
And would*st thou turn our offers contrary ? 
Misuse the tenor of thy kinsman's trust ? 
Three knights upon our party slain to-day, 
A noble earl, and many a creature else. 
Had been alive this hour. 
If, like a Christian, thou hadst truly borne 
Betwixt our armies true intelligence. 

Wor. What I have done, my safety urg'd me to ; 
And I embrace this fortune patiently. 
Since not to be avoided it falls on me. 

K. Hen. Bear Worcester to the de«A>\>aeAN«t 
non too: 
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I 

Other offenders we will pause upon. — 

[Exeunt Worcester ana Virksoik, guardei 
How goes the field ? 

P. Hen, The noble Scot, lord Douglas, when he 
saw 
The fortune of the day quite tum*d from hiniy 
The noble Percy slain, and all his men 
Upon the foot of fear, — fled with the rest; 
And, falling from a hill, he was so bruis'd. 
That the pursuers took him. At my tent 
The Douglas is ; and I beseech your grace, 
I may dispose of him. 

AT. Hen. With all my heart. 

P, Hen, Then, brother John of Lancaster, to yoa 
This honourable bounty shall belong : 
Go to the Douglas, and deliver him 
Up to his pleasure, ransbmeless and free : 
His valour, shown upon our crests to-day, 
Hath taught us how to cherish such high deeds, 
Even in me bosom of our adversaries. 

K, Hen, Then this remains, — that we divide our 
power. — 
You, son John, and my cousin Westmoreland, 
Towards York shall bend you, with your dearwt 

speed, 
To meet Northumberland, and the prelate Scroop, 
Who, as we hear, are busily in arms : 
Myself, — and you, son Harry, — will towards Wsiei, 
To fight with Glendower, and the earl of March. 
Rebellion in this land shall lose his sway, 
Meeting the check of such another day : 
And since this business so fair is done, 
Let us not leave till all our own be won. lExeiPii* 
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(2 Henry V.) Duke of Bedford ; 
Prince Humphrey of Gloster, after' 

'voards (2 Henry V.) Dvhe of 

Gloster ; 
Earl of Warwick ; "1 

Earl of Westmoreland ; > of the Kings pm 
GowER; Harcourt; j 

Lord Chief Justice of the King's Bench* 
A Gentleman attending on the Chief Justice. 
Earl of Northumberland ; 
Scroop, Archbishop of York ; 
Lord Mowbray; Lord Hastings 
Lord Bardolph ; Sir John Colevile 
Travers and Morton, domestics of Northum 

land. 
Falstaff, Bardolph, Pistol, and Page, 
PoiNs and Peto, attendants on Prince Henry. 
Shallow and Silence, country Justices, 
Davy, servant to Shalloxv. 
Mouldy, Shadow, Wart, Feeble, and Bullcj 

recruits. 
Fang and Snare, sheriff^'s officers. 
Rumour. A Porter. 
A Dancer f speaker of the Epilogue. 

Lady Northumberland. Lady Percy. 
Hostess Quickly. 

Lords and other Attendants ; Officers^ SM 
Messengers^ Dratuers, Grooms, Sfc. 



INDUCTION. 



Warkworth. Before Northumberland'; Castle. 

Enter Rumour, painted full of Tongues. 

Rum. Open your ears ; for which of you will stop 
The vent of hearing, when loud Rumour speaks ? 
I, from the orient to the drooping west, 
Making the wind my post-horse, still unfold 
The acts conmienced on this ball of earth : 
Upon my tongues continual slanders ride ; 
The which in every language I pronounce, 
Stuffing the ears of men with false reports. 
I speak of peace, while covert enmity, 
Under the smile of safety, wounds the world : 
And who but Rumour, who but only I, 
Make fearful musters, and prepar'd defence ; 
Whilst the big year, swolFn with some other grief, 
Is thought with child by the stem tyrant war. 
And no such matter ? Rumour is a pipe 
Blown by surmises, jealousies, conjectures ; 
And of so easy and so plain a stop. 
That the blunt monster with uncounted heads, 
The still-discordant wavering multitude. 
Can play upon it. But what need I thus 
My well-known body to anatomize 
Among my household ? Why is rumour here ? 
I run before king Harry's victory ; 
Who, in a bloody field by Shrewsbury, 
Hath beaten down young Hotspur and his troops. 
Quenching the flame of bold rebellion 
Even with the rebeFs blood. But what mean I 
To speak so true at first ? my office \s 
To noise abroad, — that Harry MonrcvoulYv teW 

VOL. V. T 
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Under the wrath of noble Hotspur's sword ; 
And that the king before the Douglas' rage 
Stoop*d his anointed head as low as death. 
This have I rumour'd through the peasant towm 
Between that royal field of Shrewsbury 
And this worm-eaten hold of rageed stone. 
Where Hotspur's father, old Normumberland, 
Lies crafty sick : the posts come tiring on, 
And not a man of them brines other news 
Than they have leam'd of me; from Rumom^i 

tongues 
They bring smooth comforts false, worse than trae 

wrongs. '" *' 



SECOND PART 

OF 

KING HENRY IV. 



ACT THE HRST. 

SCENE I. 

Warkworth. Before Northumberland'^ Castle. 

The Porter before the Gate ; enter Lord 

Bardolph. 

L. Bard, Who keeps the gate here, ho ? — ^ 

Where is the earl ? 
Port, What shall I say you are ? 
L. Bard, Tell thou the earl. 

That the lord Bardolph doth attend him here. 
Port, His lordship is walk'd forth into the or- 
chard; 
Please it your honour, knock but at the gate, 
And he himself will answer. 

Enter Northumberland. 

L, Bard, Here comes the earl. 

North, What news, lord Bardolph ? every minute 
now 
Should be the father of some stratagem : i 
The times are wild ; contention, like a horse 
Full of high feeding, madly hath broke loose, 
And bears down all before him. 

I Important, or dreadful event. 
T 2 
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Zr. Bard^ Noble fliri, 

bring you certain news from Shrewdrarf; 

Nordk* Crood, an heaven will* 

Zr. Bard. As good as heart can 

Ihe king is almost wounded to the deadi ; 
And, in the fortune of my lord your aon, 
Prince Harry slain outright ; and both the 
Kill'd by the hand of Douglas*: young IVinoe M^ 
And Westmoreland, and Stafford, fled the Add; 
And Harry Monmouth's brawn, die hulk Sir Jdi^ 
Is prisoner to your son : O, such a day. 
So fought, so foUow'd, and so fairly won, 
Came not till now, to dignify the tunes. 
Since Caesar's fortunes ! 

North. How is this derir'd? 

Saw you the field ? came you from Sirewaboiy ? 

L.Bard. I spake with one, my lord, that obi 
from thence ; 
A gentleman well bred, and of good name^ 
That freely render'd me these news for true. 

North. Here comes my servant, TVavers, 
I sent' 
On Tuesday last to listen afler news. 

Zr. Bard, My lord, I over-rode him on the w» 
And he is furnish'd with no certainties. 
More than he haply may retail from me. 

Enter Travers. 

North, Now, Travers, what good tidings c 
with you ? 

Tra, My lord, sir John Umfrevile tum'd me 
With joyful tidings ; and, being better hors'd. 
Out-rode me. .^er him, came, spurring haj 
A gentleman almost forespent with spee<^ 
That stopped by me to breathe his bloodied h 
He ask a the way to Chester; and of him 
/ did demand, what i\ew& from Shrewsbury. 
He told me, Aat TebeW\oti\v«A\i«A\>\^^ 
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And that young Harry Percy's spur was cold : 
With that he gave his able horse the head, 
Andy bending forward, struck his armed heels 
Against the panting sides of his poor jade 
Up to the rowel-head ; and, starting so, 
He seem'd in running to devour the way, 
Stajring no longer question. 

North, Ha ! Again. 

Said he, young Harry Percy's spur was cold ? 
Of Hotspur, coldspur? that rebellion 
Had met ill-luck ! 

L. Bard. My lord, FU tell you what ; — 

If my young lord your son have not the day. 
Upon mine honour, for a silken point ^ 
rU give my barony: never talk of it. 

North, why should the gentleman, that rode by 
Travers, 
Give then such instances of loss ? 

L.Bard. Who, he? 

He was some hilding^ fellow, that had stol'n 
The horse he rode on ; and, upon my life. 
Spoke at a venture. Look, here comes more news. 

Enter Morton. 

North. Yea, this man's brow, like to a title-leaf. 
Foretells the nature of a tragic volume : 
So looks the strond, whereon the imperious flood 

Hath left a witness'd usurpation. 

Say, Morton, didst thou come from Shrewsbury. 

Mor. I ran from Shrewsbury, my noble lord ; 
Where hateful death put on his ugliest mask, 
To fright our party. 

North. How doth my son, and brother? 

Thou tremblest; and the whiteness in thy cheek 
Is apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand. 
Even such a man, so faint, so spiritless^ 

« Lace tagged. 3 HilderVing, base, eo^wt^^ . 

T 3 
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So dull, SO dead in look, so woe-begone. 
Drew Priam^s curtain in the dead of night, 
And would have told him, half his Troy was buni*d: 
But Priam found the fire, ere he his tongue, 
And I my Percy's death, ere thou report*st it. 
This thou would'st say, — Your son did thus, and 

thus; 
Your brother thus ; so fought the noble Douglas ; 
Stopping my greedy ear with their bold dee£: 
But in the end, to stop mine ear indeed, 
Thou hast a sigh to blow away this praise, 
Ending with — brother, son, and all are dead. 

Mori, Douglas is living, and your brother, yet: 
But, for my lord your son, 

North, Why, he is dead 

See, what a ready tongue suspicion hath ! 
He, that but fears the thing he would not know, 
Hath, by instinct, knowledge from others* eyes, 
That what he fear'd is chanced. Yet speak, Mortor 
Tell thou thy earl, his divination lies ; 
And I will take it as a sweet disgrace. 
And make thee rich for doing me such wrong, 

Mar. You are too great to be by me gainsaid 
Your spirit is too true, your fears too certain. 

Xorth, Yet, for all this, say not that Percy's d 
I see a strange confession in thine eye : 
Thou shak'st thy head, and hold'st it fear, or s 
To speak a truth. It' he be slain, say so : 
The tongue offends not, that reports his deatb 
And he doth sin, that doth belie the dead : 
Not he, which says the dead is not alive. 
Yet the first bringer of unwelcome news 
Hath but a losing oilice ; and his tongue 
Sounds ever after as a sullen bell. 
Kenicniber'd knolling a departing friend. 

L. Bard. 1 cannot think, my lord. your son 

Mor. I am sorry. 1 *\\v^vAd force you to fc 

'J7?af which I wov\UV lo Wv3LNAn\\W\w«\s? 

But these mine eves ^anv ^\\\^^ \v\ V\oo\n < 
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Kend'ring faint quittance S wearied and out-breath'd. 
To Harry Monmouth: whose swift wrath beat down 
The never-daunted Percy to the earth, 
From whence with life he never more sprung up. 
In few, his death (whose spirit lent a fire 
Even to the dullest peasant in his camp,) 
Being bruited ^ once, took fire and heat away 
From the best-temper'd courage in his troops : 
For from his mettle was his party steel'd ; 
Which once in him abated, all the rest 
Tum'd on themselves, like dull and heavy lead. 
And as the thing that's heavy in itself. 
Upon enforcement, flies with greatest speed ; 
So did our men, heavy in Hotspur's loss. 
Lend to this weight such lightness with their fear, 
That arrows fled not swifter toward their aim, 
Than did our soldiers, aiming at their safety. 
Fly from the field : Then was that noble Worcester 
Too soon ta'en prisoner : and that furious Scot, 
The bloody Douglas, whose well-labouring sword 
Had three times slain the appearance of the king, 
'Gan vail ^ his stomach, and did grace the shame, 
Of those that turned their backs ; and in his flight. 
Stumbling in fear, was took. The sum of all 
Is, — that the king hath won ; and hath sent out 
A speedy power, to encounter you, my lord. 
Under the conduct of young Lancaster, 
And Westmoreland : this is the news at full. 

North, For this I shall have time enough to mourn. 
In poison there is physick ; and these news. 
Having been well, that would have made me sick. 
Being sick, have in some measure made me well : 
And as the wretch, whose fever-weaken'd joints. 
Like strengthless hinges, buckle under life. 
Impatient of his fit, breaks like a fire 
Out of his keepers' arms ; even so my limbs. 
Weakened with grief, being now enrag'd mXh ^^v^^-j 

* Return of blows, a Jieportcd. ^ V-cl ^«^» 
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Are thrice themselves: hence therefore^ thoa 

crutch ; 
A scaly gauntlet now, with joints of steel, 
Must glove this hand: and hence, thou sickljqnoiP, 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the head. 
Which princes, flesh*d with conquest, aim to Ut 
Now bind my brows with iron ; And approadi 
The ragged'st hour that time and spite dare liriigt 
To frown upon the enrag'd Northumberland! 
Let heaven kiss earth ! Now let not nature's hand 
Keep the wild flood confined ! let order die ! 
And let this world no longer be a stage, 
To feed contention in a lingering act ; 
But let one spirit of the first-bom Cain 
Reign in all bosoms, that, each heart being set 
On bloody courses, the rude scene may end. 
And darkness be the burier of the dead I 

Tra. This strained passion doth you wrongs Bj 
lord. 

L. Bard. Sweet earl, divorce not wisdom frcn 
your honour. 

Mor. The lives of all your loving complices 
Lean on your health ; tlic which if you give o*er 
To stormy passion, must perforce decay. 
You cast the event of war, my noble lord. 
And sunini'd the account of chance, before yoa 

said, — 
Let us make head. It was your presurmise. 
That in the dole -^ of blows your son might drop : 
You knew, he walked o*er perils, on an edge. 
More likely to foil in, than to get o*er : 
You were udvis*d, his flesh was capable 
Of wounds, and scars ; and that his forward q)iritf 
Would litl him where most trade of danger rangd; 
Yet did you say, — (jo forth ; and none of thii, 
lliough strongly apprehended, could restrain 
The stiff borne action i What hath then betallem 

7 Trifliin;. Vav- *> \S\s\x^QMXsfl^ 
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Or what hath this bold enterprise brought forth, 
More than that being which was like to be ? 

Zr. Bard, We all, that are engaged to this loss. 
Knew that we ventured on such dangerous seas, 
That, if we wrought out life, 'twas ten to one : 
And yet we ventur'd, for the gain proposed 
Chok'd the respect of likely peril tear'd ; 
And, since we are o'erset, venture again. 
Come, we will all put forth ; body, and goods. 

Mor. 'Tis more than time : And, my most noble 
lord, 

I hear for certain and do speak the truth, 

The gentle archbishop of York is up. 
With well-appointed powers ; he is a man. 
Who with a double surety binds his followers. 
My lord, your son had only but the corps. 
But shadows, and the shows of men, to fight ; 
For that same word, rebellion, did divide 
The action of their bodies from their souls : 
And they did fight with queasiness ^ constrained, 
As men drink potions ; that their weapons only 
Seem'd on our side, but, for their spirits and souls, 
This word, rebellion, it hath froze them up, 
As fish are in a pond ; But now the bishop 
Turns insurrection to religion : 
Supposed sincere and holy in his thoughts. 
He s followed both with body and with mind ; 
And doth enlarge his rising with the blood 
Of fair king Richard, scraped from Pomfret stones. 
Derives from heaven his quarrel, and his cause ; 
Tells them, he doth bestride a bleeding land, 
Gasping for life under great Bolingbroke ; 
And more ^, and less, do fiock to follow him. 

North. I knew of this before ; but, to speak truth, 
This present grief had wip*d it from my mind. 
Go in with me ; and counsel every man 
The aptest way for safety, and revenge : 

' Agaiast their stomacht, * GteaX-w . 
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Get posts, and letters, and make friendi witb 

speed; 
Never so few, and never yet more need. [EunL 



SCENE II. 

London. A Street. 

Enter Sir John Falstaff, toith his Pkige beemf 
his Sword and Buckler. 

Fed. The brain of this foolish-compounded dqft 
man, is not able to invent any thing that tendi to 
laughter, more than I invent, or is invented on ne; 
I am not only witty in myself, but the cause thit 
wit is in other men. I do here walk before tbee^ 
like a sow, that hath overwhelmed all her litter but 
one. If the prince put thee into my service for any 
other reason than to set me off, why then I have no 
judgment. I was never manned with an agate 'till 
now : but I will set you neither in gold nor silver, 
but in vile apparel, and send you back again to 
your master for a jewel ; the juvenal, the prince 
your master, whose chin is not yet fledged. 1 will 
sooner have a beard grow in the palm of my hind, 
than he shall get one on his cheek ; and yet be 
will not stick to say his face is a face-royal : nature 
may finish it when she will, it is not a hair amifi 
yet : he may keep it still as a face-royal, for a 
barber shall never earn sixpence out of it ; and jct 
he will be crowing, as if he had writ man ever soce 
his father was a bachelor. He may keep his o^ 
grace, but he is almost out of mine, I can vmst 

him. What said master Dumbleton about tlif 

ssLtin for my short cloak, and slops ? 

' AllmWnvi to V\U\c ^vycc% o\\.*vcv %^t. 
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Page. He said, sir, you should procure him bet- 
ter asurance than Bardolph : he would not take 
his bond and yours ; he liked not the security. 

Fah A rascally yea-forsooth knave ! to bear a 
gentleman in hand, and then stand upon security ! 
—The smooth-pates do now wear nothing but high 
flhoes, and bunches of keys at their girdles ; and if 
a man is thorough ^ with them in honest taking up, 
then they must stand upon — security. I had as 
lief they would put ratsbane in my mouth, as ofier 
to stop it with security. I looked he should have 
sent me two-and-twenty yards of satin, as I am a 
true knight, and he sends me security. Well, — 
Where's Bardolph ? 

PagCn He's gone into Smithfield, to buy your 
worship a horse. 

FaL I bought him in Paul's, and he'll buy me a 
horse in Smithfield : an I could get me but a wife 
in the stews, I were manned, horsed, and wived. ^ 

Enter the Lord Chief Justice, and an Attendant. 

Page. Sir, here comes the nobleman that com- 
mitteS the prince for striking him about Bardolph. 

FaL Wait close, I will not see him. 

CA. Jutt, What's he that goes there ? 

Atten. Falstaff, an't please your lordship. 

Ch^Jiut. He that was in question for the rob- 
bery? 

Aiten. He, my lord: but he hath since done 
good service at Shrewsbury ; and, as I hear, is now 
gomg with some charge to the lord John of Lan- 
caster. 

Ch.Just. What, to York ? Call him back again. 

AUen. Sir John Falstaff! 

Fal. Boy, tell him, I am deaf. 

Page. You must speak louder, my master is deaf. 

* In their debt ^ Alluding to aiv o\A ^TON«>ft. i^ 
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CA. Just, I am sure, he is, to the hearing of any 
thing good. — Go, pluck him by the elbow; I must 
speak with him. 

Atten, Sir John, — 

Fal, What ! a young knave, and beg ! Is there 
not wars ? is there not employment ? Doth not the 
king lack subjects? do not the rebels need sol- 
diers ? Though it be a shame to be on any side but 
one, it is worse shame to beg than to be on the worse 
side, were it worse than the name of rebellion can 
tell how to make it. 

Atten. You mistake me, sir. 

Fd, Why, sir,. did I say you were an honest 
man? setting my knighthood and my soldiership 
aside, I had lied in my throat if I had said so. 

AUen, I pray you, sir, then set your knighthood 
and your soldiership aside ; and give me leave to 
tell you, you lie in your throat, if you say I am 
any other than an honest man. 

Fal. I give thee leave to tell me so ! I lay aside 
that which grows to me ! If thou get'st any leave of 
me, hang me ; if thou takest leave, thou wert bet- 
ter be hanged : You hunt-counter ^, hence ! 
avaunt ! 

Atten, Sir, my lord would speak with you. 

Ch, Just. Sir John FalstafF, a word with you. 

FaL My good lord ! give your lordship good 
time of day. I am glad to see your lordship abroad: 
I heard say, your lordship was sick : I hope, your 
lordship goes abroad by advice. Your lordship, 
though not clean past your youth, hath yet some 
smack of age in you, some relish of the saltness of 
time ; and I most humbly beseech your lordship, to 
have a reverend care of your health. 

Ch.Just. Sir John, I sent for you before your 
expedition to Shrewsbury. 
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Fal* An't please your lordship, I hear, his majesty 
is returned with some discomfort from Wales. 

Ch.JuM. I talk not of his majesty: — You would 
not come when I sent for you. 

FaL And I hear moreover, his highness is fallen 
into this same apoplexy. 

CA. Jwt> Well, heaven mend him ! I pray, let 
me speak with you. 

FaL This apoplexy is, as I take it, a kind of 
lethargy, an't please your lordship ; a kind of sleep- 
ing in the blood, a tingling. 

Ch,Just, What tell you me of it? be it as it is. 

Fal, It has its original from much grief; from 
study, and perturbation of the brain : I have read 
the cause of his effects in Galen; it is a kind of 
deafness. 

Ch. Just I think, you are fallen into the disease ; 
for you hear not what I say to you. 

Ftd. Very well, my lord, very well: rather, an*t 
please you, it is the disease of not listening, the 
malady of not marking, that I am troubled withal. 

Ck.Just, To punish you by the heels, would 
amend the attention of your ears ; and I care not, 
if I do become your physician. 

Fal, I am as poor as Job, my lord ; but not so 
patient ; your lordship may minister the potion of 
miprisonment to me, in respect of poverty ; but how 
I snould be your patient to follow your prescrip- 
tions, the wise may make some dram o{ a scruple, 
or, indeed, a scruple itself. 

Ch. Just, I sent for you, when there were matters 
against you for your life, to come speak with me. 

. Fal, As I was then advised by my learned counsel 
in the laws of this land-service, I did not come. 

Ch, Just, Well, the truth is, sir John, you live in 
great infamy. 

Fal, He that buckles him in my belt, cannot live 
in less. 



voi,, V, 
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Ck.Jutt, Your means are very slendo', and yoar 
waste 18 great. 

FaL I would it were otherwise; I would my 
means were greater, and my waist slendero'. 

Ch. Just. You have misled the youthful prince. 

Fal. The young prince hath misled me: I am the 
fellow with Uie great belly, and he my dog. 

Ch. Just. WeU, I am loath to gall a new4ieale4 
wound : your day s service at Shrewsbury hath a 
little gilded over your nights exploit on Gad's-hill : 
you may thank the unquiet time for your quiet o*er- 
posting that action. 

Fal. My lord ? 

Ch. Just. But since all is well, keqp it so : wake 
not a sleeping wolf. 

Fal. To wake a wolf, is as bad as to smell a fox. 

Ch. Just. What ! you are as a candle, the better 
part burnt out. 

FaL A wassel candle", my lord : all tallow: if I 
did say of wax, my growth would approve the truth. 

Ch. Just. There is not a white hair on your face, 
but should have his effect of gravity. 

Fal. His effect of gravy, gravy, gravy. 

Ch. Just. You follow the young prince up and 
down, like his ill angel. 

FaJ. Not so, my lord; your ill angel "^ is light; 
but, I hope, he that looks upon me, will take me 
without weighing : and yet, in some respects, I 
grant, I cannot go, I cannot telP: Virtue is of so 
little regard in these coster-monger times, that true 
valour is turned bear-herd : Pregnancy ' is made a 
tapster, and hath his quick wit wasted in giving 
reckonings : all the other gifts appertinent to man, 
as the malice of this age shapes them, are not worth 
a gooseberry. You, that are old, consider not the 
capacities of us that are young : you measure the 

" A lari^e candle lor a feast. * TUe coin called an angel. 
^ Pass current. ^ ^^^^vcv^v?.. 
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heat of our livers with the bitterness of your galls ; 
and we that are in the vaward^ of our youth, I 
must confess, are wags too. 

Ch.Just Do you set down your name in the 
scroll of youth, that are written down old with all 
the characters of age ? Have you not a moist eye ? 
a dry hand ? a yellow cheek ? a white beard ? a 
decreasing leg ? an increasing body ? Is not your 
voice broken ? your wind short ? your chin double ? 
your wit single ? and every part about you blasted 
with antiquity? and will you yet call yourself 
youne ? Fye, fye, fye, sir John ! 

FeU. My lord, I was born about three of the clock 
in the afternoon, with a white head, and something 
a round belly. For my voice, — I have lost it with 
hollaing, and singing of anthems. To approve my 
youth further, I will not : the truth is, I am only 
old in judgment and understanding ; and he that 
will caper with me for a thousand marks, let him 
lend me the money, and have at him. For the box 
o'the ear that the prince gave you, — he gave it like 
a rude prince, and you took it like a sensible lord. 
I have checked him for it ; and the young lion re- 
pents : marry, not in ashes, and sack-cloth ; but in 
new silk, and old sack. 

Ch, Just, Well, heaven send the prince a better 
companion ! 

Fal. Heaven send the companion a better prince ! 
I cannot rid my hands of him. 

Ch,JusL Well, the king hath severed you and 
prince Hairy : I hear, you are going with lord John 
of Lancaster, against the archbishop, and the earl 
of Northumberland. 

Fal, Yea ; I thank your pretty sweet wit for it. 
But look you pray, all you that kiss my lady peace 
at home, that our armies join not in a hot day ! for, 
I take but two shirts out with me, and I meaiv tvol 

^ K()rc/)art. 
i; 2 
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to sweat extraordinarily: if it be a hot day, an I 
brandish any thing but my bottle, I would I might 
never spit white again. There is not a dangerous 
action can peep out his head, but I am thrust upon 
it : Well, I cannot last ever : But it was always yet 
the trick of our English nation, if they have a good 
thing, to make it too common. If you will needs 
say, I am an old man, you should give me rest. I 
would to heaven, my name were not so terrible to 
the enemy as it is. I were better to be eaten to 
death with rust, than to be scoured to nothing with 
perpetual motion. 

Ch, Just, Well, be honest, be honest ; And hea- 
ven bless your expedition ! 

FaU Will your lordship lend me a thousand 
pound, to furnish me forth ? 

Ch, Just, Not a penny, not a penny ; you are too 
impatient to bear crosses. Fare you well : Com- 
mend me to my cousin Westmoreland. 

[^Exeunt Chief Justice and Attendant. 

FaL If I do, fillip me with a three man beetle.^ — 
Boy! 

Page. Sir ? 

FaL What money is in my purse ? 

Papre. Seven groats and two-pence. 

Fal. I can get no remedy against this consump- 
tion of the purse; borrowing only lingers and lingers 
it out, but the disease is incurable. — Go bear this 
letter to my lord of Lancaster ; this to the prince ; 
this to the earl of Westmoreland ; and this to old 
mistress Ursula, whom I have weekly sworn to marry 
since I perceived the first white hair on my chin : 
About it ; you know where to find me. [Exit Page.] 
This f;out plays the rogue with my great toe. It is 
no matter if I do halt; I have the wars for my colour, 
and my pension shall seem the more reasonable : 

^ A lar^c wooden hainnicr, so heavy as to require three 
men to wield it. 
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A good wit will make use of any thing ; I will turn 
dif eases to commodity.*^ [Exit. 

SCENE III. 

York. A Room in the Archbishop*^ Palace. 

Enter the Archbishop o/'York, the Lords Hastings, 
Mowbray, and Bakdolpii. 

Arch. Thus have you heard our cause, and known 
our means ; 
And, my most noble friends, I pray you all. 
Speak plainly your opinions of our hopes : — 
And first, lord marshal, what say you to it ? 

Motvb. I well allow the occasion of our arms ; 
But gladly would be better satisfied, 
How, in our means, we should advance ourselves 
To look with forehead bold and big enough 
Upon the power and puissance of the king. 

Hast. Our present musters grow upon the file 
To five and twenty thousand men of choice ; 
And our supplies live largely in the hope 
Ot* great Northumberland, whose bosom bums 
Wlm an incensed fire of injuries. 

L. Bard. The question then, lord Hastings, stand- 
eth thus ; — 
Whether our present five and twenty thousand 
May hold up tiead without Northumberland. 

Hcut. With him, we n)ay. 

L. Bard. Ay, marry, there s the point : 

But if without him we be thought too feeble, 
My judgment is, we should not step too far 
Till we had his assistance by the hand : 
For, in a theme so bloody-fac*d as this. 
Conjecture, expectation, and surmise 
Of aids uncertain, should not be admitted. 

* 

■* Profit. 
1/ S 
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Arch, 'Tis very true, lord Bardolph ; for, indeed, 
It was young Hotspur's case at Shrewsbury. 

L. Bard. It was, my lord; who lined hinuelfwitii 
hope, 
Eating the air on promise of supply, 
Flattering himself with project of a power 
Much smaller than the smallest of his thoughts : 
And so with great imagination, 
Proper to madmen, led his powers to death, 
And, winking, leap'd into destruction. 

HasU But, by your leave, it never yet did hurt, 
To lay down likelihoods, and forms of hope. 

L. Bard, Yes, in this present quality of war;— 
Indeed the instant action, (a cause on foot,) 
Lives so in hope, as in an early spring 
We see the appearing buds ; which, to prove finit, 
Hope gives not so much warrant, as despair, 
That frosts will bite them. When we mean to buiklt 
We first survey the plot, then draw the model, 
And when we see the figure of the house. 
Then must we rate the cost of the erection ; 
Which if we find outweighs ability, 
What do we then, but draw anew the model 
In fewer offices ; or, at least, desist 
To build at all ? Much more, in this great work, 
(Which is, almost, to pluck a kingdom down. 
And set another up,) should we survey 
The plot of situation, and the model ; 
Consent^ upon a sure foundation ; 
Question surveyors ; know our own estate. 
How able such a work to undergo. 
To weigh against his opposite ; or else. 
We fortify in paper, and in figures. 
Using the names of men, instead of men : 
Like one, that draws the model of a house 
Beyond his power to build it ; who, half through, 
Given o'er, and leaves \u?> ^wl-ercated cost 
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A naked subject to the weeping clouds, 
And waste for churlish winter's tyranny* 

Hast. Grant, that our hopes (yet likely of fair 
birth) 
Should be still-born, and that we now possessed 
The utmost man of expectation ; 
I think, we are a body strong enough. 
Even as we are, to equal wi£ the king. 

L, Bard. What ! is the king but five and twenty 
thousand ? 

Hast. To us, no more ; nay, not so much, lord 
Bardolph. 
For his divisions, as the times do brawl. 
Are in three heads : one power against the French, 
And one against Glendower ; perforce, a third 
Must take up us : So is the unfirm king 
In three divided ; and his coffers sound 
With hollow poverty and emptiness. 

Arch. That he should draw his several strengths 
together. 
And come against us in full puissance, 
Need not be dreaded. 

Hast. If he should do so. 

He leaves his back unarmed, the French and Welsh 
Baying him at the heels : never fear that. 

L. Bard. Who, is it like, should lead his forces 
hither? 

Hast. The duke of Lancaster, and Westmoreland : 
Against the Welsh, himself, and Harry Monmouth ; 
But who is substituted gainst the French, 
I have no certain notice. 

Arch. Let us on ; 

And publish the occasion of our arms. 
The commonwealth is sick of their own choice. 
Their over-greedy love hath surfeited : — 
An habitation giddy and unsure 
Hath he, that buildeth on the vulgar heaxl. 
O thou fond many ^ I with what loud app\a\3A« 

** Foolish uuiltitudc. 
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Didst thou beat heayen with blessing Bdingbraki^ 
Before he was what thou would'st have hha be? 
And being now trimm'd ^ in thine own dciireSi 
They that, when Richard liv'd, would lunre him die^ 
Are now become enamour'd on his gfwe : 
Thou, that threw*st dust upon his goodljr heed, 
When through proud London he came sigiuDgoa 
After the adnired heels of Bolingbroke, 
Crjr'st now, 0, earih, yield us that long agab^ 
And take thou this ! O thoughts of men accunt I 
Fast, and to come, seem best ;' things present, wont. 

Mooihn Shall we go draw our numbera, and Ht 
on? 

Hast. We are time's subjects, and time bidsbs 
gone. " *" 



ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE I. 

London. A Street. 



Enter Hostess ; Fano, and his Boy^ toith her; t 

Snare Jbilomng, 

Host. Master Fang, have you entered the acti 

Fang. It is entered. 

Host. Where is your yeoman ? ^ Is it a lusty 

man ? will a' stand to't ? 
Fang. Sirrah, where's Snare ? 
Host. O, good master Snore. 
Snare, Here, here. 
Fang, Snare, we mw^l ^tte^t «ir John Fab 

7 DrcssM. '^ V^i\\vi>N^t. 
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Host, Yea, good master Snare ; I have entered 
him and all. 

Snare. It may chance cost some of us our lives, 
for he will stab. 

Host. Alas the day ! take heed of him ; in good 
faith, a* cares not what mischief he doth, if his 
weapon be out : he will foin ^ like any devil ; he 
will spare neither man, woman, nor child. 

Fang. If I can close with him, I care not for his 
thrust. 

Host, m be at your elbow. 

Fang. An I but fist him once ; an a* come but 
within my vice. ^ 

Host. I am undone by his going ; I warrant you, 
he's an infinitive thing upon my score : — Good 
master Fang, hold him sure ; — good master Snare, 
let him not escape. He comes continually to Pie- 
corner, and he's indited to dinner to the Lubbar's 
Head in Lumbert-street, to master Smooth's the 
silkman : I pray ye, since my exion is entered, and 
my case so openly known to the world, let him be 
brought in to his answer. A hundred mark is a long 
loan for a poor loue woman to bear : and I have 
borne, and borne, and borne ; and have been fub- 
bed off, and fubbed off, and fubbed off, from thjs 
day to that day, that it is a shame to be thought on. 
There is no honesty in such dealing ; unless a wo- 
man should be made an ass, and a beast to bear 
every knave's wrong. 

Enter Sir John Falstaff, Page, and Bar- 

DOLPH. 

Yonder he comes ; and that arrant malmsey-nose 
knave, Bardolph, with him. Do your offices, do 
your offices, master Fang, and master Snare: do 
me, do me, do me your offices. 

9 Thrust. I Gras^). 
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Fal. How now ? whose mare's dead ? what'i the 
matter ? 

Fang. Sir John, I arrest you at the suit of mii- 
tress Quickly. 

FaL Away, varlets ! — Draw, Bardolph ; cut me 
off the villain's head; throw the quean in die 
channel. 

Host, Throw me in the channel^? Ill throw thee 
in the channel. Wilt thou ? wilt thou ? thou rogue! 
— Murder, murder ! O thou honey-suckle '^ villain ! 
wilt thou kill the king's officers ? O thou honej- 
seed ^ rogue ! thou art a honey-seed ; a man-queller, 
and a woman-queller. 

Fal. Keep them off, Bardolph. 

Fang. A rescue ! a rescue ! 

Host, Good people, bring a rescue or two.-* 
Thou wo't, wo't thou ? thou wo't, wo't thou ? do, 
do, thou rogue ! do, thou hemp-seed ! 

FaL Away, you scullion ! you rampallian ! yon 
fustilarian ! 

Enter the Lord Chief Justice, attended. 

Ch. Just. What's the matter ? keep the peace 
here, ho ! 

Host. Good my lord, be good to me ? I beseech 
you! 

Ch. Just. How now, sir John ? what, are you 
brawling here ? 
Doth this become your place, your time, and busi- 
ness? 
You should have been well on your way to York.— 
Stand from him, fellow; W^herefore hang'st thou 
on him ? 
Host. O my most worshipful lord, an't please 
your grace, I am a poor widow of Eastcheap. and 
he is arrested at my suit. 

« nom\c\du\. ' \\^i\\\\^£\^^:. 



8CENK I.] KING HENRY IV. 219 

Ch. Just, For what sum ? 

Host. It is more than for some, my lord ; it is 
for all, all I have : he hath eaten me out of house 
and home ; he hath put all my substance into that 
fat belly of his. 

Ch. Just. How comes this, sir John ? Fye ! what 
man of good temper would endure this tempest of 
exclamation ? Are you not ashamed, to enforce a 
poor widow to so rough a course to come by her 
own? 

Fal. What is the gross sum that I owe thee ? 

Host. Marry, if thou wert an honest man, thy- 
self, and the money too. Thou didst swear to me 
upon a parcel-gilt ^ goblet, sitting in my Dolphin- 
chamber, at the round table, bv a sea-coal fire, 
upon Wednesday in Whitsun-week, when the prince 
broke thy head for liking his father to a singing- 
man of Windsor ; thou didst swear to me then, as 
I was washing thy wound, to marry me, and make 
me my lady thy wife. Canst thou deny it ? Did 
not good wife Keech, the butcher's wife, come in 
then, and call me gossip Quickly? coming in to 
borrow a mess of vinegar ; telling us, she had a 
good .dish of prawns ; whereby thou didst desire to 
eat some ; whereby I told thee, they were ill for a 
green wound ? And didst thou not, when she was 
gone down stairs, desire me to be no more so farai- 
Sarity with such poor people : saying, that ere long 
they should call me madam ? And didst thou not 
kiss me, and bid me fetch thee thirty shillings ? I 
put thee now to thy book-oath ; deny it, if thou 
canst. 

Fal. My lord, this is a poor mad soul ; and she 
says, up and down the town, that her eldest son is 
like you ; she hath been in good case, and, the 
truth is, poverty hath distracted her. But for these 

4 Party gilt. 
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foolish ofiBcers, I beseech you, I may have redren 
against them. 

Ch, Just. Sir John, sir John, I am well acquaint- 
ed with your manner of wrenching the true cauie 
the false way. It ia not a confident brow, nor the 
throng of words that come with such more tlum 
impudent sauciness from you, can thrust me from t 
level consideration ; you have, as it appears to me, 
practised upon the easy-yielding spint of this wo- 
man, and made her serve your uses both in pane 
and person. 

Host, Yea, in troth, my lord. 
Ch, Just, Pr y thee, peace : — Pay her the debt 
you owe her, and unpay the villainy you have done 
with her ; the one you may do with sterling moner. 
and the other with current repentance. 

Fal, My lord, I will not undergo this snetp* 
without reply. You call honourable boldness, in- 
pudent sauciness : if a man will make court'sy, and 
say nothing, he is virtuous : No, my lord, my hum- 
ble duty remembered, I will not be your suitor; 1 
say to you, I do desire deliverance from these 
officers, being upon hasty employment in the king« 
affairs. 

Ch, Just. You speak as having power to do 
wrong : but answer in the effect of your reput- 
ation ^, and satisfy the poor woman. 

Fal. Come hither, hostess. [Taking her aside. 

Enter Gower. 

Ch, Just, Now, master Ciower; What news? 
Goiv, The king, my lord, and Harry prince oi' 
Wales. 
Are near at hand ! the rest the paper tells. 

Fal, As I am a gentleman ; 

Host, Nay, you said so before. 

j Snub, chock. '"^ S\\\V^n x.c\ ncvwc ^<wwev.«. ' 
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Fal. As I am a gentleman ; Come, no more 

words of it. 

Host» By this heavenly ground I tread on, I must 
be fain to pawn both my plate, and the tapestry of 
my dining-chambers. 

Fal. Glasses, glasses, is the only drinking : and 
for thy walls, — a pretty slight drollery, or the story 
of the prodigal, or the German hunting in water- 
work, IS worth a thousand of these bed-hangings, 
and these fly-bitten tapestries. Let it be ten pound, 
if thou canst. Come, an it were not for thy hu- 
mours, there is not a better wench in England. 
Gro, wash thy face, and draw ^ thy action: Come, 
thou must not be in this humour with me ; dost not 
know me ? Come, come, I know thou wast set on 
to this. 

Host. Pray thee, sir John, let it be but twenty 
nobles ; i'faith I am loath to pawn my plate, in good 
earnest, la. 

Fal. Let it alone ; Fll make other shift ; you'll 
be a fool still. 

Host. Well, you shall have it, though I pawn my 
gown. I hope you'll come to supper : you'll pay 
me all together ? 

Fal. Will I live? —Go, with her, with her; [To 
Bardolph.] hook on, hook on. 

[^Exeunt Hostess, Bardolph, Officers, and 
Page. 

Ch. Just. I have heard better news. 

Fal. What's the news, my good lord ? 

Ch. Just. Where lay the king last night ? 

Gow. At Basingstolce, my lord. 

Fal. I hope, my lord, all's well : What^ th^ 
news, my lord ? 

Ch. Just. Come all his forces back? 

Gavo. No; fifteen hundred foot, five hundred 
horse, 

6 Withdraw. 

%'OL. V. Y 
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Are inarch*d up to my lord of Lancaster, 
Against Northumberland, and the archbishop. 

FaL Comes the king back fron» Wales, my noble 
lord? 

Ch, Just. You shall have letters of me presently: 
Come, go along with nie, good master Gower. 

Fal. My lord ! 

Ch. Just. What's the matter ? 

FaL Master Gower, shall I entreat you with me 
to dinner ? 

Goto. I must wait upon my good lord here: I 
thank you, good sir John. 

Ch. Just. Sir John, you loiter here too long, 
being you are to take soldiers up in countieiii 
you go. 

FaL Will you sup with me, master Gower? 

Ch. Just. What foolish master taught you theie 
manners, sir John. 

FaL Master Gower, if they become me not, be 
was a fool that taught them me. — This is the right 
fencing grace, my lord ; tap for tap, and so part 
fair. 

Ch, Just, Now heaven lighten thee ! thou art t 
great fool. [^Exeuti' 



SCENE II. 

Another Street, 

Enter Prince Henry a7id PoiNs. 

P, Hen, Trust me, I am exceeding weary. 

Poins. Is it come to that ? I had Ui ought, weari- 
ness durst not have attached one of so high blood. 

P. Hen, 'Faith, it does me ; though it discolonn 

the complexion of my greatness to acknowledp 

iU Doth it not ft\\OY/ \\\vi\'^ \w \^^ \ft desire smil| 

beer? 
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Poins. Why, a prince should not be so loosely 
studied, as to remember so weak a composition. 

P. Hen* Belike then, my appetite was not princely 
got; for, by my troth, I do now remember the 
poor creature, small beer. But, indeed, these hum- 
ble considerations make me out of love with my 
greatness. What a disgrace is it to me, to remem- 
ber thy name ? or to know thy face to-morrow? or 
to take note how many pair of silk stockings thou 
hast ; viz, these, and those that were the peach- 
coloured ones ? 

Poins. How ill it follows, after you have laboured 
80 hard, you should talk so idly ? Tell me, how 
many good young princes would do so, their fathers 
being so sick as yours at this time is ? 

P. Hen. Shall I tell thee one thing, Poins ? 

Poins. Yes; and let it be an excellent good 
thing. 

P. Hen, It shall serve among wits of np higher 
breeding than thine. 

Poins, Go to; I stand the push of your one 
thing that you will tell. 

P, Hen, Why, I tell thee, — it is not meet that 
I should be sad, now my father is sick : albeit I 
could tell to thee, (as to one it pleases me, for fault 
of a better, to call my friend,) I could be sad, and 
sad indeed too. 

Poins, Very hardly upon such a subject. 

P, Hen, By this hand, thou think'st me as far in 
the devil's books as thou and FalstafF, for obduracy 
and persistency : Let the end try the man. But I 
tell thee, — my heart bleeds inwardly, that my 
father is so sick : and keeping such vile company 
as thou art, hath in reasQn taken from me all ostent- 
ation of sorrow. 

Poins, The reason ? 

P. Hen, What wouldst thou think of me.> if I 
should weep ? 

X 2 
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Poins. I would think thee a most priDcely hy- 
pocrite. 

P. Hen. It would be every man's thought : ud 
thou art a blessed fellow, to think as every nun 
thinks ; never a nian*s thought in the world keen 
the road-way better than thine : every mau woaU 
think me a hypocrite indeed. And what acdta 
your most worshipful thought, to think so ? 

Poins, Why, because you have been so modi 
engraffed to FalstafF. 

P. Hen* And to thee. 

Poins. By this light, I am well spoken of, I can 
hear it with my own ears : the worst that they can 
say of me is, that I am a second brother, and that 
I am a proper fellow of my hands ; and those two 
things, I confess, I cannot help. By the mass, here 
comes Bardolph. 

P. Hen. And the boy that I gave Falstaff: be 
had him from me Christian; and look, if the fitt 
villain have not transformed him ape. 

Enter Bardolph and Page. 

Bard. *Save your grace. 

P. Hen. And yours, most noble Bardolph. 

Bard. Come, you virtuous ass, [To the Page.] 
you bashful fooK must you be blushing? wherefore 
blush you now ? 

Page. He called me even now, my lord, through 
a red lattice, and 1 could discern no part of his fact 
from the window ; at last, I spied his eyes. 

P. Hen. Hath not the boy profited?' 

Bard. Away, you upright rabbit, away ! 

Page. Away, you rascally Althea's dreain, away ! 

P. Hen. Instruct us bov : What dream, bov^'' 

Page. Marry, my lord, Althea dreamed she was 
ilelivered of a tire-brand, and therefore I call him 
her dreuni. 
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P. Hen* A crown's worth of good interpretation. 
— There it is, boy. IGives him money. 

Point, O, that this good blossom could be kept 
from cankers!— Well, there is sixpence to preserve 
thee. 

Bard. An you do not make him be hanged among 
you, the gallows shall have wrong; 

P. Hen. And how doth thy master, Bardolph ? 

Bard. Well, my lord. He heard of your grace's 
coming to town ; there*s a letter for you. 

Point. Delivered with good respect. — And how 
doth the martlemas^, your master ? 

Bard. In bodily health, sir. 

Poins. Marry, the immortal part needs a phy- 
sician ; but that moves not him ; though that be 
sick, it dies not. 

P* Hen. I do allow this wen to be as familiar 
with me as my dog: and he holds his place; for, 
look you, how he writes. 

Poins. [^Reads.'] John Valstaff, knight. Every 

man must know that, as often as he has occasion to 
name himself. Even like those that are kin to the 
king ; for they never prick their finger, but they 
say, There is some of the kings blood spilt: How 
comes that? says he, that takes upon him not to 
conceive : the answer is as ready as a borrower's 
cap ; / am the king's poor cousin, sir. 

P. Hen. Nay, they will be kin to us, or they will 
fetch it from Japhet. But the letter : — 

Poins. Sir John Falstaff, knight, to the son of the 
king, nearest his Jather, Harry Prince of Wales, 
greeting. — Why, this is a certificate. 

P. Hen. Peace! 

Poins. / xnill imitate the honourable Roman in 
brevity : — he sure means brevity in breath ; short- 
winded. — / commend me to thee, I commend thee, 
and I leave thee* Be not too familiar toith Poins ; 

7 Martinmass; St. Martin's day is "Nov. \\. 

x3 
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Jbr he misuses thy fanourz so mucky that he swan, 
thou art to marry his sister Nell. Repent at Ok 
times as thou may sty and soJarevoeU. 

ThinCy by yea and noy (vohich is as muek 
as to say, as thou usest him,) Juk 
Falstaff, with my Jamiliars ; John, 
•voith my brothers and sisters ; and m 
John voith aU Europe* 
My lord, I will steep this letter m sack, and make 
him eat it. 

P. Hen, That's to make him eat twenty of hii 
words. But do you use me thus, Ned? mitft I 
marry your sister ? 

Poins, May the girl have no worse fortune! but 
I never said so. 

P. Hen, Well, thus we play the fools with the 
times ; and the spirits of the wise sit in the ckmdi, 
and mock us. — Is your master here in London? 

Bard. Yes, my lord. 

P, Hen. Where sups he ? doth the old boar fieed 
in the old frank ? ** 

Bard. At the old place, my lord ; in Eastcheip. 

P. Hen. Shall we steal upon him, Ned, at sup- 
per? 

Poins. I am your shadow, my lord ; Til folio* 
you. 

P. Hen. Sirrah, you boy, — and Bardolph ; — di> 
word to your master that I am yet come to town: 
There s for your silence. 

Bard. I have no tongue, sir. 

Page. And for mine, sir ; — I will govern it. 

P. Hen. Fare ye well ; go. [Exeunt Bardolph 
and Page.] How might we see Falstaff bestow him- 
self to-night in his true colours, and not ourselves 
be seen ? 

Poins. Put on two leather jerkins, and aprons, 
and wait upon him at his table as drawers. 
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P* Hen. From a god to a bull ? a heavy descen- 
sion ! it was Jove's case. From a prince to a pren- 
tice? a low transformation ! that shall be mine: for, 
in every thing, the purpose must weigh with the 
folly. 

Enter Peto. 

Peto, how now ? what news ? 

Peto. The king, your father is at Westminster ; 
And there are twenty weak and wearied posts, 
Come from the north : and, as I came along, 
I met, and overtook, a dozen captains, 
Bare-beaded, sweating, knocking at the taverns, 
And asking every one for sir John Falstaff. 

P. Hen, By heavens, Poins, I feel me much to 
blame. 
So idly to profane the precious time : 
When tempest of commotion, like the south, 
Borne with black vapour, doth begin to melt, 
And drop upon our bare unarmed heads. 
Give me my sword and cloak : — and, Poins, good 
night. \ExeunU 



SCENE III. 

Warkwortli. Before the Castle. 

Enter Northumberland, Lady Northumber- 
land, and Lady Percy. 

North. I pray thee, loving wife, and gentle 
daughter. 
Give even way imto my rough affairs : 
Put not you on the visage of the times. 
And be, like them, to Percy troublesome. 

Lady N. I have given over, I will spe^^ wo Ts\oxfe\ 
Do what you will; your wisdom be youx ^v\\^^. 
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North. Ala8, sweet wife, my honour is at ptini; 
And, but my going, nothing can redeem it. 

Lady P. O, yet, for heaven's sake, go not to 
these wars ! 
The time was, father, that you broke yoilr word, 
Wlien you were more endear'd to it than now ; 
When your own Percy, when my heart's dear Hany, 
Threw many a northward look to see his fiitfaer 
Bring up his powers ; but he did long in vain. 
Who then persuaded you to stay at home ? 
There were two honours lost ; yours, and your son'St 
For yours, — may hearenly glory brighten it ! 
For his — it stuck upon him, as the sun 
In the grey vault of heaven: and by his light, 
Did all the chivalry of England move 
To do brave acts ; he was, indeed, the glass 
Wherein the noble youth did dress themselveSi 
He had no legs, that practised not his gait : 
And speaking thick, which nature made his blemiihi 
Became the accents of the valiant : 
For those that could speak low, and tardily. 
Would turn their own perfection to abuse. 
To seem like him : So, that, in speech, in gait, 
In diet, in affections of delight, 
In military rules, humours of blood. 
He was the mark and glass, copy and book. 
That fashioned others. And him, — O wondrom 

him ! 
O miracle of men ! — him did you leave, 
(Second to none, unseconded by you,) 
To look upon the hideous god of war 
In disadvantage ; to abide a field, 
Where nothing but the sound of Hotspur s name 
Did seem defensible, so you lefl him : 
Never, O never, do his ghost the wrong, 
To hold your honour more precise and nice 
With others, than with him ; let them alone ; 
The marshal, and tV\e axc\vV^\%\\Q^^ are strong : 
Had my sweet Harr^ Vvad\i\xX.V'5\S.^^\xTi\«sSfeR^ 
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To-day might I, hanging on Hotspur's neck, 
Have talk'd of Monmouth's grave. 

North, Beshrew your heart, 

Fair daughter ! you do draw my spirits from nie, 
With new lamenting ancient oversights. 
But I must go, and meet with danger there ; 
Or it will seek me in another place, 
And find me worse provided. 

Ladi/ N. O, fly to Scotland, 

Till that the nobles, and the armed commons, 
Have of their puissance made a little taste. 

Lad^ P. If they get ground and vantage of the 

Then join you with them, like a rib of steel. 
To make strength stronger : but, for all our loves, 
first let them try themselves : So did your son ; 
He was so suffer'd ; So came I a widow ; 
And never shall have length of life enough. 
To rain upon remembrance with mine eyes. 
That it may grow and sprout as high as heaven, 
Por recordation to my noble husband. 

North, Come, come, go in with me: 'tis with my 
mind. 
As with the tide swell'd up unto its height, 
That makes a still-stand, running either way. 
Fain would I go to meet the archbishop. 

But many thousand reasons hold me back : 

I will resolve for Scotland ; there am I, 
Till time and vantage crave my company. 

[^Exeunt. 
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How many thousand of my poorest subjects 

Are at this hour asleep ! — Sleep, gentle sleefs 

Nature's soft nurse, how have I fir^hted thee. 

That thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids down, 

And steep my senses in forgetfulness ? 

Why rather, sleep, liest thou in smoky cribs, 

Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee. 

And hush'd with buzzine night-flies to thy slumber; 

Than in the perfum'd chambers of the great. 

Under the canopies of costly state. 

And lull'd with sounds of sweetest melody. 

O thou dull god, why liest thou with the vile. 

In loathsome beds ; and leav'st the kingly couch, 

A watch-case, or a common 'larum bell ? 

Wilt thou upon the high and giddy mast 

Seal up the ship-boy's eyes, and rock his brains 

In craole of the ruae imperious surge ; 

And in the visitation of the winds 

Who take the ruffian billows by the top, 

Curlinff their monstrous heads, and hanging them 

With deaTning clamouisViiiiSKv^^^^T) ^^wids^ 
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That, ¥dth the hurly^, death itself awakes ? 

Canst thou, O partial sleep ! give thy repose 

To the wet sea-boy in an hour so rude ; 

And, in the calmest and most stillest night, 

With all appliances and means to boot, 

Deny it to a kine ? Then, happy low i, lie down ! 

Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown. ^ 

Enter Warwick and Surrey. 

War. Many good morrows to your majesty ! 

K. Hen. Is it good morrow, lords ? 

War. 'Tis one o'clock, and past. 

K.Hen. Why then, good morrow to you all, my 
lords. 
Have you read o*er the letters that I sent you ? 

War. We have, my liege. 

K. Hen. Then you perceive, the body of our 
kingdom. 
How foul it is ; what rank diseases grow. 
And with what danger, near the heart of it. 

War. It is but as a body, yet distemper'd ; 
Which to his former strength may be restor'd. 

With good advice, and little medicine : 

My lord Northumberland will soon be cool'd. 

K. Hen. O heaven ! that one might read the book 
of fate ; 
And see the revolution of the times 
Make mountains level, and the continent 
(Weary of solid firmness,) melt itself 
Into the sea ! and, other times, to see 
The beachy girdle of the ocean 
Too wide for Neptune's hips ; how chances mock. 
And changes fill the cup of alteration 
With divers liquors ! O, if this were seen, 
The happiest youth, — viewing his progress through. 
What perils past, what crosses to ensue, — 

^Noige. I Those in lovrVy ^\IublVvoiv*. 



Would shut the bouk, and sit him down and die. 
'Tin not t«n years cone. 

Since Richfird, snd Northumberland, great friendi, 
Did CeMt together, and, in two years after. 
Were they at wars : It is hut eight yean, since 
This Percy was the man nearest my soul ; 
Who like a brother toil'd in my affairs. 
And laid his love and life under my foot: 
Yes, for my sake, even to the eyes of Richard. 
Gave hjni defiance. But which of you was by, 
(You, cousin Nevil, as 1 may remember,) 

[/■(.Warwick. 
When Richard. — with hia eye brimful! of tear*. 
'I'hcn check VI and rated by Northumberland, — 
Did speak these words, now prov'd a prophecy ? 
Northumberland, thou ladder, by the which 
My cnunn linlinj^broie ascendi my throne; — 
Though ihen, heaven knows. I had no such intent: 
But tfiat necessity so bow'd the state, 
That I and greatness were compell'd to kUs : —— 
The time ihall come, thus did he follow it, 
7%« time will come, thatjind tin, gathering head. 
Shall break ittto comtpttOHt — so irent on, 
Foretellins thie swne time's condition. 
And the cuvision of our amity, 

War. There is a history in all men's liTcs, 
Figuring the nature of the times deceas'd ; 
The which observ'd, a man may prophesy, 
With a near aim, of the main chance of things 
As vet not come to life; which in their seecu. 
And weak beginnings, lie intreasured. 
Such things become the hatch and brood of tiiDe; 
And, by the necessary form of this. 
King Richard might qreate a perfect guesa, 
That great Northumberland, Uien false to him. 
Would, of that seed, grow to a greater bbeneM ; 
Which should not find a grouna to root upon. 
Unless on you. 
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K* Hen. Are these things then necessities ? 

Then let us meet them like necessities : — 
And that same word even. now cries out on us : 
They say, the bishop and Northumberland 
Are fifty thousand strong. 

War. It cannot be, my lord ; 

Rumour doth double, like the voice and echo, 
The numbers of the fear'd : — Please it your grace. 
To go to bed ; upon my life, my lord, 
The powers that you already have sent forth, 
Shall bring this prize in very easily. 
To comfort you the more, 1 have received 
A certain instance, that Glendower is dead. 
Your majesty hath been this fortnight ill ; 
And these unseasoned hours, perforce, must add 
Unto your sickness. 

K' Hen. I will take your counsel : 

And, were these inward wars once out of hand. 
We would, dear lords, unto the Holy Land. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Court before Justice Shallow** House in Gloucester- 
shire. 

Enter Shallow and Silence, meeting; Mouldy, 
Shadow, Wart, Feeble, Bull-calf, and Ser^ 
vants behind. 

Shal. Come on, come on, come on; give me your 
hand, sir, give me your hand, sir ; an early stirrer, 
by the rood.''^ And how doth my good cousin 
Silence ? 

Sil. Good morrow, good cousin Shallow. 

Shal. And how doth my cousin, your bedfellow? 
and your fairest daughter, and mine, my god-da\i^K- 
ter Ellen ? 

- Cross. 

VOL. V. V 
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SU. Alasy a black ouzel, cousin Shallow. 

Shal. By yea and nay, sir, I dare say, my coon 
William is become a good scholar: He is at Ozfiv^ 
stilly is he not ? 

Sil. Indeed, sir; to my cost. 

Shal. He must then to the inns of court shortly: 
I was once of Clement*s-inn ; where, I think, thef 
will talk of mad Shallow yet. 

Sil. You were called — lusty Shallow, tbcn, 
cousin. 

Shal. By the mass, I was called any thing; and 
I would have done any thing, indeed, and roondlr 
too. There was I, and little John Doit of Staflbro- 
shire, and black George Bare, and Francis Pick- 
bone, and Will Squele a Cotswold man, — yoa had 
not four such swinge-bucklers in all the inoi of 
court again : and I may say to you, we knew where 
the bona-robas were. Then was Jack Falstai^ nov 
sir John, a bov ; and page to Thomas Mowbrtji 
duke of Norfolk. 

Sil. This sir John, cousin, that comes hidier 
anon, about soldiers ? 

Shal. The same sir John, the very same ; I sav 
him break Skogan's head at the court gate, when 
he was a crack 3, not thus high : and the very same 
day did I fight with one Sampson Stockfish, i 
fruiterer; behind Gray's-inn. O, the mad dayi 
that I have spent ! and to see how many of mine 
old acquaintance are dead ! 

SiL We shall all follow, cousin. 

Shal. Certain, 'tis certain ; very sure, very sure; 
death is certain to all ; all shall die. — How, a good 
yoke of bullocks at Stamford fair? 

Sil. Truly, cousin, I was not there. 

ShaL Death is certain. — Is old Double of your 
town living yet ? 

Sil, Dead, sir. 



\^ON 
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Shal. Dead! — See, see! — he drew a good bow; 
— And dead ! — He shot a fine shoot : — John of 
GaHBt loved him well, and betted much money on . 
his head. Dead ! — he would have clapp'd i the 
doat at twelve score ^ ; and carried you a forehand 
shaft at fourteen and fourteen and a half, that it 
would have done a man's heart good to see. ^— 
How a score of ewes now ? 

SU. Thereafler as they be ; a score of good ewes 
may be worth ten pounds. 

Shot. And is old Double dead ! 

Etder Bardolph, and one ivith him, 

SU. Here come two of sir John FaLstaflTs men, 
as I think. 

Bard. Good morrow, honest gentlemen : I be- 
seech you, which is justice Shallow ? 

Shal. I am Robert Shallow, sir ; a poor esquire 
of this county, and one of the king's justices of the 
peace : What is your good pleasure with me ? 

Bard. My captain, sir, commends him to you : 
my captain, sir John Falstaff : a talP gentleman, by 
heaven, and a most gallant leader. 

Shal. He greets me well, sir ; I knew him a good 
backsword man : How doth the good knight ? may 
I ask, how my lady his wife doth ? 

Bard. Sir, pardon ; a soldier is better accommo- 
dated, than with a wife. 

Shal. It is well said, in faith, sir ; and it is well 
said indeed too. Better accommodated ! — it is good; 
yea, indeed, it is: good phrases are surely, and ever 
were, very commendable. Accommodated ! — it 
comes from accommodo : very good; a good phrase. 

Bard. Pardon me, sir ! I have heard the word. 
I^rase, call you it ? By this good day, I know not 
the phrase : but I will maintain the word with my 

♦ Hit the white mark at twelve score yards, ^ ^twi^, 

Y 2 
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sword, to be a soldier-like word, and a word of ex- 
ceeding good command. Accommodated ; thirt it, 
when a man is, as they say, accommodated: or, 
when a man is, — being, — whereby, — he mar be 
thought to be accommodated; which is an excdeot 
thing. 

Enter Falstafp. 

. ShaL It is very just : — Look, here comes good 
sir John. — Give me your good hand, give me jonr 
worship's good hand : By my troth, you look wdl, 
and bear your years very well : welcome, good v 
John. 

FaL I am glad to see you well, good maitcr 
Robert Shallow : — Master Sure-card, as I thioL 

ShaL No, sir John ; it is my cousin Silence, ii 
commission with me. 

FaL Good master Silence, it well befits you should 
be of the peace. 

SiL Your good worship is welcome. 

FaL Fye! this is hot weather. — Gentlemen, have 
you provided me here half a dozen sufficient men? 

ShaL Marry, have we sir. Will you sit ? 

FaL Let me see them, I beseech you. 

ShaL Where's the roll ? where's the roll ? where'* 
the roll ? — Let me see, let me see. So, so, so, so: 
Yea, marry, sir : — Ralph Mouldy : — let them i^petf 

as I call ; let them do so, let them do so. Let me 

see ; where is Mouldy ? 

MouL Here, an't please you. 

ShaL What think you, sir John ? a good limbed 
fellow : young, strong, and of good friends. 

FaL Is thy name Mouldy ? 

MouL Yea, an't please you. 

FaL 'Tis the more time thou wert used. 

ShaL Ha, l\a, ha I most excellent, thingf 
are mouldy, \ack use \ Nct>} ««v^'ax ^ood 
said, sir John ; vety vf e\\ ««^\^» 




I 



SCBMX II.] KING HENRY IV. 237 

Fal. Prick him. [To Shallow. 

Moul. My old dame will be undone now, for 
one to do her husbandry, and her drudgery : you 
need not to have prickeid me ; there are other men 
fitter to go out than I. 

Fal. Go to; peace. Mouldy, you shall go. 
Mouldy. 

Shai. Peace, fellow, peace ; stand aside ; Know 
ou where you are ? — For the other, sir John : — 
et me see ; — Simon Shadow ! 

Fal. Ay marry, let me have him to sit under : 
he*8 like to be a cold soldier. 

^al. Whereas Shadow ? 

Shad. Here, sir, 

Fal. Shadow, whose son art thou ? 

Shad. My mother's son, sir. 

Fal. Thy mother's son ! like enough ; and thy 
father's shadow. 

Shal. Do you like him, sir John ? 

Fal. Shadow will serve for summer, — prick him ; 
— for we have a number of shadows to fill up the 
muster-book. 

Shal. Thomas Wart ! 

Fal. Where's he ? 

Wart. Here, sir. 

Fal. Is thy name Wart ? 

Wart. Yea, sir. 

Fal. Thou art a very ragged wart. 

Shal. Shall I prick him, sir John. 

Fal. It were superfluous ; for his apparel is built 
upon his back, and the whole frame stands upon 
pins : prick him no more. 

SmU. Ha, ha, ha! — you can do it, sir ; you can 
do it : I commend you well. — Francis Feeble ! 

Fee. Here, sir. 

Fal. What trade art thou. Feeble ? 

Fee. A woman's tailor, sir. 

Shal. Shall I prick him, sir ? 

y 3 
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FaL You may: — Wilt thou make an many bold 
in an enemy's battle, as thou hast made with thy 
needle ? 

Fee. I will do my good will, sir ; you can htte 
no more. 

FaU Well said, good woman's tailor ! well asd, 
courageous Feeble ! Thou wilt be as valiant ai the 
wrathful dove, or most magnanimous mouse.— 
Prick the woman's tailor well, master Shallow; 
deep, master Shallow. 

Fee. I would. Wart might have gone, sir. 

FaU I would, thou wert a man's tailor ; that thou 
might'st mend him, and make him fit to go. I can- 
not put him to a private soldier, that is the leader 
of so many thousands : Let that suffice, moat fiv^ 
cible Feeble. 

Fee. It shall suffice, sir. 

FaL I am bound to thee, reverend Feeble.— 
Who is next ? 

Shal. Peter Bull-calf of the green ! 

FaL Yea, marry, let us see Bull-calf. 

BulL Here, sir. 

FaL Trust me, a likely fellow ! — Come, prick 
nie Bull-calf till he roar again. 

BulL O lord ! good my lord captain, — 

FaL What, dost thou roar before thou art pricked? 

BulL O lord, sir ! I am a diseased man. 

FaL What disease hast thou ? 

Bull. A cold, sir ; a cough, sir ; which I caught 
with ringing in the king's affairs, upon his coroD- 
at ion-day, sir. 

FaL Come, thou shalt go to the wars in a gown: 
we will have away thy cold ; and I will take such 
order, that thy friends shall ring for thee. — Is here 
all? 

ShaL Here is two more called than your number; 
jou must have but four here, sir ; — and so, I pray 
^ou, go in with mc \o (Wwcvct* 
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Fal. Come, I will go drink with you, but I cannot 
tarry dinner. I am glad to see you, in good troth, 
master Shallow. 

Shal, O, sir John, do you remember since we 
laj all night in the windmill in Saint George's 
fields. 

Fal. No more of that, good master Shallow, no 
more of that. 

Shal. Ha, it was a merry night. And is Jane 
Night alive ? 

]Pa/. She lives, master Shallow. 

ShaL She never could away with me. 

Ftd, Never, never : she would always say, she 
could not abide master Shallow. 

SfiaL By the mass, I could anger her to the heart. 
She was then a bona-roba. Doth she hold her own 
weU? 

Fal, Old, old, master Shallow. 

Shal* Nay, she must be old ; she cannot choose 
but be old'; certain she's old ; and had Robin be- 
fore I came to Clement's-inn. 

Sil. That's fifty-five year ago. 

Shal. Ha, cousin Silence, that thou hadst seen 
that that this knight and I have seen ! — Ha, sir 
John, said I well ? 

Fal. We have heard the chimes at midnight, 
master Shallow. 

Shal, That we have, that we have, that we have : 
in faith, sir John, we have ; our watch-word was, 
Hem hoys ! — Come, let's to dinner ; come, let's to 
dinner : — O,. the days that we have seen ! — Come, 
come. 

[_Exeunt Falstaff, Shallow, and Silence. 

^ BuU. Good master corporate Bardolph, stand 

" ' my friend ; and here is four Harry ten shillings in 

French crowns for you. In very truth, sir, 1 had 

^ as lief be hanged, sir, as go : and yet, for mine own 

' part, sir, I do not care; but, ratueT,\>eca.\v&e\«Kv 

unwilling, and, for mine own part,Y\aNC «i ^^^vc^Vo 
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Stay with my friends ; else, sir, I did not care, fiir 
mine own part, so much. 

Bard, Go to ; stand aside. 

MouL And good master corporal captain, fiir an 
old dame's sake, stand my friend : she has nobon 
to do any thing about her, when I am gone: on 
she is old, and cannot help herself: you shallhife 
forty, sir. 

6ard. Go to ; stand aside. 

Fee. By my troth I care not ; — a man can die 
but once ; — we owe God a death ; »- 111 ne'er beir 
a base mind ; — an't be my destiny, so ; an't be not, 
so : No man's too good to serve his prince; and, 
let it go which way it will, he that dies this yev, 
is quit for the next. 

Bard. Well said ; thou'rt a good fellow. 

Fee. Nay, I'll bear no base mind. 

Re-enter Falstaff, and Justices. 

Fal. Come, sir, which men shall I have? 

Shal. Four, of which you please. 

Bard. Sir, a word with you : — I have three 
pound to free Mouldy and Bull-calf. 

Fal. Go to ; well. 

Shal. Come, sir John, which four will you have? 

Fal. Do you choose for me. 

Shal. Marry then, — Mouldy, Bull-calf, Feeble, 
and Shadow. 

Fal. Mouldy, and Bull-calf: — For you, Mouldji 
stay at home, still ; you are past service : — and, for 
your part, Bull-calf, — grow till you come unto it; 
I will none of you. 

Shal. Sir John, sir John, do not yourself wrong; 
they arc your likeliest men, and I would have you 
served with the best. 

Fal. Will you tell me, master Shallow, how to 
r/ioose a man V Care \ ^wc iWWrofe^the thewes, the 
5ta(ure, bulk, and Wv^ 5v^>^c\^^\«cvt^^^^\c«s^^.Ki««. 
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me the spirit, master Shallow. — -Here's Wart ; — 
you see what a ragged appearance it is : he shall 
charge you, and discharge you, with the motion of 
a pewterer's hammer ; come off, and on, swifter than 
he that gibbets on the brewer's bucket. And this 
same half-faced fellow, Shadow, — give me this 
man ; he presents no mark to the enemy ; the foe- 
man may with as great aim level at the edge of a 
penknife : And, mr a retreat, — how swiftly will 
this Feeble, the woman's tailor, run off? O, give 
me the spare men, and spare me the great ones. — 
Put me a caliver ^ into Wart's hand, Bardolph. 

Bard. Hold, Wart, traverse ^ ; thus, thus, thus. 

Fal. Come, manage me your caliver. So: — 
very well : go to : — very good : — exceeding good. 

— O, give me always a little, lean, old, chapped, 
bald shot^ — Well said, Wart ; hold, there's a tester 
for thee. 

Shal. He is not his craft's master, he doth not do 
it right. I remember at Mile-end green, (when I 
lay at Clement's inn. — I was then sir Dagonet in 
Arthurs show^,) there was a little quiver fellow, and 
'a would manage you his piece thus : and 'a would 
about, and about, and come you in, and come you 
in : rah, tah, tah, would 'a say ; bounce, would 'a 
say ; and away again would 'a go, and again would 
'a come : — I shdl never see such a fellow. 

FaL These fellows will do well, master Shallow. 

— Heaven keep you, master Silence ; I will not 
use many words with you : — Fare you well, gen- 
tlemen both : I thank you : I must a dozen mile 
to-night. — Bardolph, give the soldiers coats. 

Shal. Sir John, heaven bless you, and prosper 
your affairs, and send us peace ! As you return, 
visit my house ; let our old acquaintance be re- 
newed: peradventure, I will with you to the court. 

Fal. I would you would, master Shallow. 

* Musket. 9 March. » An cxVv\V>\Uotvo^«cOcvw8». 
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Shal. Go to ; I have spoke, at a word. Fare yon 
well. lExeunt Shallow and Silehci. 

Fal. Fare you well, gentle gentlemen. On, Bu* 
dolph ; lead the men away. [Exeunt Bardolfb, 
RecruitSj Sfc,^ As I return, I will fetch off theie 
justices : I do see the bottom of justice Shallinr. 
How subject we old men are to this vice of lying! 
This same starved justice hath done nothing but 
prate to me of the wildness of his youth, and the 
feats he hath done about Tumbull-street'; and 
every third word a lie, duer paid to the hearer thaa 
the Turk*s tribute. I do remember him at Qe- 
ment's-inn, like a man made after supper of a 
cheese-paring : he was so forlorn, that hu dimeD- 
sions to any thick sight were invisible : he was the 
very Genius of famine ; he came ever in the rear- 
ward of the fashion ; and sung those tunes to the 
huswives that he heard the carmen whistlet and 
sware — they were his fancies, or his good-nightk' 
And now is this Vice's dagger^ become a squire; 
and talks as familiarly of John of Gaunt, as if he 
had been sworn brother to him : and I'll be swon 
he never saw him but once in the Tilt yard ; and 
then he burst his head, for crowding among the 
marshal's men. I saw it ; and told John of Gaunt, 
he beat his own name ^ : for you might have tnisid 
him, and all his apparel, into an eel-skin ; the caie 
of a treble haut-boy was a mansion for him, a court; 
and now has he land and beeves. Well ; I will be 
acquainted with him, if I return : and it shall go 
hard, but I will make him a philosopher's stone to 
me : If the young dace be a bait for the old pike, 
I see no rea^ton, in the law of nature, but I may 
snap at him. Let time shape, and there an end. 

> In Cierkenwell. ^ Titles of little poemi. 

* A wooden dagi^^et \We >}ftaX.\MftA.\a^ the modem Htf* 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE I. 

A Forest in Yorkshire. 

Enter the Archbishop of York, Mowbray, 
Hastings, and others* 

• • • 
Arch. What is this forest caird ? 

Hast. Tis Gualtree forest, an't shall please your 
grace. 

Arch, Here stand, my lords ; and send discoverers 
forth, 
To know the numbers of our enemies. 

Hast. We have sent forth already. 

Arch. Tis well done. 

My friends and brethren in these great afiairs, 
I must acauaint you that I have receiv*d 
New-datea letters from Northumberland ; 
Hieir cold intent, tenour, and substance, thus — 
Here doth he wish his person, with such powers 
As might hold sortance ^ with his quality. 
The m^ich he could not levy ; whereupon 
He is retir*d, to ripe his growing fortunes, 
To Scotland : and concludes in hearty prayers, 
That vour attempts may overlive the hazard. 
And Jearful meeting of their opposite. 

Motob. Thus do the hopes we have in him touch 
ground. 
And dash themselves to pieces. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Hast. Now. what news ? 

Mess. West of this forest, scarcely off a tq\\^. 
In goodly form comes on the enemy : 

* Be suitable. 
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And, by the ground they hide, I judge their number 
Upon, or near, the rate of thirty thousand. 
Motob, The just proportion that we gave then 
out. 
Let us sway on, and face them in the field. 

Enter Westmoreland. 

Arch, What well-appointed leader fronts us here? 

Mffvcb, I think, it is my lord of Westmorelaiid. 

West. Health and fair greeting from our genenL 
The prince, lord John, and duke of Lancaster. 

Arch, Say on, my lord of Westmoreland in peace; 
What doth concern your coming ? 

West, Then, my loii 

Unto your grace do I in chief address 
The substance of my speech. If that rebellioo 
Came like itself, in base and abject routs. 
Led on by bloody youth, guarded with rage. 
And countenanced by boys and beggary ; 
I say, if vile commotion so appeared. 
In his true, native, and most proper shape, 
You, reverend father, and these noble lords. 
Had not been here, to dress the ugly form 
Of base and bloody insurrection 
With your fair honours. You, lord archbishop, — 
Whose see is by a civil peace maintained : 
Whose beard the silver hand of peace hath touch'd; 
Whose learninjrand good letters peace hathtutor'ii: 
Whose white investments figure innocence. 
The dove and very blessed spirit of peace. — 
Wherefore do vou so ill translate yourself. 
Out of the speech of peace, that bears such crace. 
Into the harsh and hoist *rous tongue of war ? 
Turnin*: voiir books to tr raves, vour ink to blooA 
Your peas to lances ; and your tongue divine 
To a loud trumpet, and a point of war ? 

-■/ri':. WhereloTo 'Xv^ \ \V\*'^ — so the que>i;* 
stauv\>. 
Hnot1\ to t\\\> owA. — NN<i ^^^ ^"^ ^\s<i^iV, 
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And with our surfeiting, and wanton hours, 

Have brought ourselves into a burning fever. 

And we must bleed for it : of which disease 

Our late king, Richard, being infected, died. 

But, my most noble lord of Westmoreland, 

I take not on me here as a physician ; 

Nor do I, as an enemy to peace, 

Troop in the throngs of military men ; 

But, rather, show a while like fearful war, 

To diet rank minds, sick of happiness ; 

And purge the obstructions, which begin to stop 

Our very veins of life. Hear me more plainly. 

I have in equal balance justly weighed 

What wrongs our arms may do, what wrongs we 

suffer. 
And find our griefs^ heavier than our offences. 
We see which way the stream of time doth run. 
And are enforced from most our quiet sphere 
By the rough torrent of occasion : 
And have the summary of all our griefs, 
When time shall serve, to show in articles ; 
Which, long ere this, we offer'd to the king. 
And might by no suit gain our audience : 
When we are wrong'd, and would unfold our griefs, 
We are denied access unto his person 
Even by those men that most have done us wrong. 
The dangers of the days but newly gone, 
(Whose memory is written on the earth 
With yet-appearing blood,) and the examples 
Of every minute's instance, (present now,) 
Have put us in these ill-beseeming arms : 
Not to break peace, or any branch of it ; 
But to establish here a peace indeed, 
Concurring both in name and quality. 

West. When ever yet was your appeal denied ? 
Wherein have you been galled by the king ? 
What peer hath been suborn'd to grate on you ? 

7 Grievances. 

VOL. V. z * 
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Tbac voM ahouid ieoL rhis lawless bloodr book 
Of rbrx'd rebeilina with a seal diTiiie. 
And consecnicd commotion's bitter edge. 

Ardi. yiT brother ^eaenJ. the conunoawcilth. 
I make mv <riarrel in particuLir. 

^^.TT. There is no need ot' any such redreai: 
Or. it there were, it not belongs to jou. 

J/;q:o. ^\1iv not to him. in port : and to of all, 
Tbac reel the bmides ot' the davs before : 
And inSer the coadition of these times 
To laj a heavy and unequal hand 
Upon our honours? 

West, O my good lord Mowbiif, 

Construe the times to their necessities. 
And Tou shall sav indeed. — it is the time, 
And not the king, that doth joa injuries. 
Yet. for your part, it not appears to me, 
Elither from the king, or in the present time. 
That you should have an inch of any groond 
To build a srief on : Were you not restored 
To all the duke ot Norfolk's signiories. 
Your noble and right well-remember'd fathers? 

Mo'jcd. Wliat thins, in honour, had rav father lost. 
That need to be reviv'd. and breath'd in me? 
The king, that lov'd him. as the state stood then. 
Was. force perforce, compel I'd to banish him : 
And then, when Harry Bolingbroke, and he,— 
Being mounted, and both roused in their seats. 
Their neighing coursers daring of the spur. 
Their armed staves in charge, their beavers dovn. 
Their eyes of fire sparkling through sights of *iw« 
And the loud trumpet blowing them together: 
^fhen, then, when there was nothing could hivv 

staid 
My father from the breast of Bolingbroke. 

p when the king did throw his warder^ down. 

if own life hung upon the staff he threw : 
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Then threw he down himself; and all their lives, 
That by indictment, and by dint of sword 
Have since miscarried under Bolingbroke. 

fVest. You speak, lord Mowbray, now you know 

not what : 
The earl of Hereford was reputed then 
In England the most valiant gentleman ; 
Who knows, on whom fortune would then have 

snul'd ? 
But if your father had been victor there, 
He ne er had borne it out of Coventry : 
For all the country, in a general voice, 
Cried hate upon him ; and all their prayers, and 

love, 
Were set on Hereford, whom they doated on. 
And bless'd and grac'd indeed, more than the king. 
But this is mere digression from my purpose. — 
Here come I from our princely general. 
To know your griefs ; to tell you from his grace. 
That he will give you audience : and wherein 
It shall appear that your demands are just, 
You shall enjoy them ; every thing set off. 
That might so much as think you enemies. 

Maasb* But he hath forced us to compel this offer ; 
And it proceeds from policy, not love. 

West* Mowbray, you overween^, to take it so ; 
This offer comes from mercy, not from fear : 
For, lo I within a ken i, our army lies : 
Upon mine honour, all too confident 
To give admittance to a thought of fear. 
Our battle is more full of names than yours. 
Our men more perfect in the use of arms, 
Our armour all as strong, our cause the best ; 
Then reason wills, our hearts should be as good : — 
Say you not then, our offer is compelFd. 
M&vob* Well, by my will, we shall admit no parley. 

9 Think too highly. » SigVvt. 

z 2 
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West. That argues but the shame of your offena: 
A rotten case abides no handling. 

Hast. Hath the prince John a full commifliioii, 
In very ample virtue of his father, 
To hear, and absolutely to determine 
Of what conditions we shall stand upon ? 

IVest. That is intended^ in the general** name: 
I muse^, you make so slight a question. 

Arch. Then take, my lord of Westmorelandi tlw 
schedule ; 
For this contains our general grievances : —^ 
Each several article herein redress'd ; 
All members of our cause, both here and hencei 
That are insinew'd to this action, 
Acquitted by a true substantial form ; 
And present execution of our wills 
To us, and to our purposes, consign'd ; 
We come within our awful banks again. 
And knit our powers to the arm of peace. 

fVest. This will I show the general. Please you 
lords, 
In sight of both our battles we may meet : 
And either end in peace, which heaven so frame ! 
Or to the place of difference call the swords 
Which must decide it. 

Arch. My lord, we will do sa 

Movob. There is a thing within my bosom, telk me, 
That no conditions of our peace can stand. 

Hast. Fear you not that : if we can make our 
peace 
Upon such large terms, and so absolute. 
As our conditions shall consist upon, 
Our peace shall stand as firm as rocky mountains. 

Motv/j. Ay, but our valuation shall be such. 
That every slight and false-derived cause, 
Yea, every idle, nice-*, and wanton reason, 

-Understood. i\s'otv^sii. ^'XivvaSi. 
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Shall, to the king, taste of this action : 
That, were our royal faiths martyrs in love, 
We shall be winnow'd with so rough a wind, 
That even our corn shall seem as light as chaff. 
And good from bad find no partition. 

Arch. No, no, my lord ; Note this, — the king is 
weary 
Of dainty and such picking^ grievances : 
For he hath found, — to end one doubt by death, 
•^ Revives two greater in the heirs of life. 
And therefore will he wipe his tables^ clean; 
And keep no tell-tale to his memory. 
That may repeat and history his loss 
To new remembrance : For full well he knows, 
He cannot so precisely weed this land, 
As his misdoubts present occasion : 
His foes are so enrooted with his friends. 
That, plucking to unfix an enemy. 
He doth unfasten so, and shake a friend. 
So that thfs land, like an offensive wife. 
That hath enrag'd him on to offer strokes ; 
As he is striking, holds his infant up, 
And hangs resolv'd correction in the arm 
That was uprear*d to execution. 

Hast. Besides, the king hath wasted all his rods 
On late offenders, that he now doth lack 
The very instruments of chastisement : 
So that his power, like to a fangless lion, 
May offer, but not hold. 

Arch. Tis very true ; — 

And therefore be assur'd, my good lord marshal, 
If we do now make our atonement well. 
Our peace will, like a broken limb united. 
Grow stronger for the breaking. 

Motob. Be it so. 

Here is retum'd my lord of Westmoreland. 

& InstgaJScant, ^ Book for memoTVLtvO^VLXCkb* 

z 3 
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Re-enter Westmoreland. 

West, The prince is here at hand: Pleaseth your 

lordship, 
To meet his grace just distance 'tween our armief? 
Moxvb. Your grace of York, in God's name then 

set forward. 
Arch. Before, and greet his grace : — my lord, 

we come. {^Exeni 



SCENE II. 

Another Part of the Forest. 

Enter from one side, Mowbray, the Archbiihop, 
Hastings, and others: from the other me, 
Prince John of Lancaster, Westmoreland, 
Officers, and Attendants. 

P. John. You are well encountered here, my 
cousin Mowbray : — 
(lood day to you, gentle lord archbishop ; — 
And so to you, lord Hastings, — and to all. — 
My lord of York, it better showed with you, 
When that your flock, assembled by the bell. 
Encircled you, to hear with reverence 
Your exposition on the holy text ; 
Than now to see you here an iron man. 
Cheering a rout of rebels with your drum. 
Turning the word to sword, and life to death. 
That man that sits within a monarch's heart, 
And ripens in the sunshine of his favour, 
Would he abuse the countenance of the king, 
Ahick, what mischiefs might be set abroach, 
In shadow of such greatness ! With you, lord 

hisUop, 
It is even so ; — \\\\o W\\\ \\qX.\\^^\V\\ «^v^ 

/low dcHO vow NNATC \v\\\\\tV \\\^\^W^nS> v\\vv»^* 
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To US, the speaker in his parliament ; 
To us, the imagined voice of heaven itself; 
The very opener, and intelligencer. 
Between the grace, the sanctities of heaven, 
And our dull workings : O, who shall believe. 
But you misuse the reverence of your place ; 
Employ the countenance and grace of heaven, 
As a false favourite doth his prince's name. 
In deeds dishonourable ? You have taken up. 
Under the counterfeited zeal of heaven, 
The subjects of heaven's substitute, my father ; 
And, both against the peace of heaven, 
Have here up-swarm'd them. 

Arch, Good my lord of Lancaster, 

I am not here against your fathers peace : 
But, as I told my lord of Westmoreland, 
The time misorder'd doth, in common sense, 
Crowd us, and crush us, to this monstrous form. 
To hold our safety up. I sent your grace 
The parcels and particulars of our grief; 
The which hath been with scorn shov'd from the 

court, 
Whereon this Hydra son of war is born : 
Whose dangerous eyes may well be charm'd asleep, 
With grant of our most just and right desires ; 
And true obedience of this madness cur'd. 
Stoop tamely to the foot of majesty. 

Mavoh. If not, we ready are to try our fortunes 
To the last man. 

Hast, And though we here fall down, 

We have supplies to second our attempt ; 
If they miscarry, theirs shall second them : 
And so, success^ of mischief shall be born ; 
And heir from heir shall hold this quarrel up. 
Whiles England shall have generation. 

P,John, You are too shallow, Hastings, much 
too shallow. 
To sound the bottom of the afler -tinier. 

7 Succession. 
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fVest, Pleaseth your grace, to answer dian di- 
rectly, 
How far-forth vou do like their articles ? 

P. John, I like them all, aod do allow ^ them wcD: 
And swear here by the honour of my blood* 
My father's purposes have been mistook ; 
And some about him have too lavishly 
Wrested his meaning and authority, — 
My lord, these griefs shall be with speed redreM^d; 
Upon my soul they shall. J£ this may please yoo, 
Discharge your powers unto their several countiei. 
As we will ours : and here, between the armiei 
Let's drink together friendly, and embrace ; 
That all their eyes may bear those tokens home, 
Of our restored love, and amity. 

Arch, I take your princely word for these re- 
dresses. 

P. Heft, I give it you, and will m a jp t ^'n nj 
word; 
And thereupon I drink unto your grace. 

Hast Go, captain, [To an Officer,] and deliver 
to the army 
This news of peace; let them have pay, and part: 
I know it will well please them : Hie, thee, captsio. 

I Exit Officer. 

Arch. To you, my noble lord of Westmoreland. 

fVest. I pledge your grace : And, if you knev 
what pains 
I have bestow a, to breed this present peace. 
You would drink freely : but my love to you 
Shall show itself more openly hereafter. 

Arch. I do not doubt you. 

fVest, I am glad of it — 

Health to my lord, and gentle cousin, Mowbray. 

Mowb. You wish me health in very happy seasoo. 
For I am, on the sudden, something ill. 



SCENE II.] KING HENRY IV. 253 

Arch, Against ill chances, men are ever merry ; 
But heaviness foreruns the good event, 

West. Therefore be merry, coz; since sudden 
sorrow 
Serves to say thus, — Some good thing comes to- 
morrow. 
Arch* Believe me, I am passing light in spirit. 
Mowb, So much the worse, if your own rule be 
true. [Shouts tvithin. 

P.John. The word of peace is rendered ; Hark, 

how they shout ! 
M&tvb. This had been cheerful, after victory. 
Arch. A peace is of the nature of a conquest ; 
For then both parties nobly are subdued. 
And neither party loser. 

P. John. Go, my lord. 

And let our army be discharged too. — 

[Exit Westmoreland. 
And, good my lord, so please you, let our trains 
March by us ; that we may peruse the men 
We should have cop*d withal. 

Arch. Go, good lord Hastings, 

And, ere they be dismissed, let them march by. 

[Exit Hastings. 
P. John. I trust, my lords, we shall lie to-night 
together. — 

Re-enter Westmoreland. 

Now, cousin, wherefore stands our army still ? 

IVest. The leaders, having charge from you to 
stand. 
Will not go off until they hear you speak. 

P. John, They know their duties. 

Re-enter Hastings. 

Hast. My lord, our army is d\speT«k d «\x^"a.^^ ^ 
Like youthful steers unyok d,tV\ey take\)cv«Ait.Q.o\>x^^% 
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East, west, north, south ; or, like a school broke ii|s 
Each hurries toward his home, and sporting-place. 

fVest. Good tidings, my lord Hastings ; for the 
which 
I do arrest thee, traitor, of high treason : — 
And you, lord archbishop, — and you, lord Mow- 
bray, 
Of capital treason I attach you both. 

Motvb. Is this proceeding just and honourable? 

JVest, Is your assembly so ? 

Arch. Will you thus break your fkith? 

P. John. I pawn'd thee none: 

I promis*d you redress of these same grievancet, 
Whereof you did complain; which, by mine honour, 
I will periorm with a most Christian care. 
But, for you, rebels, — look to taste the due 
Meet for rebellion, and such acts as yours. 
Most shallowly did you these arms commence, 
Fondly^ brought here, and foolishly sent hence* 
Strike up our drums, pursue the scattered stray; 
Heaven, and not we, have safely fought to-day.— 
Some guard these traitors to the block of death, 
Treason's true bed, and yielder up of breath. 

[Eieuiit. 



SCENE III. 

Another Part of the Forest. 

Aiarums: Excursions. Enter Falstaff and 
Cole VILE, meeting. 

Fal, What's your name, sir? of what condition J 
are you ; and ot what place, I pray ? 

Cole. J am a knight, sir; and my name is — Col^ 
vile of the dale. 
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FaL Well then, Colevile is your name ; a knight 
is your degree ; and your place, the dale : Colevile 
shall still be your name, — a traitor your degree ; and 
the dungeon your place, — a place deep enough ; 
so shall you still be Colevile of the dale. 

Cole. Are not you sir John Falstaff ? 

FaL As good a man as he, sir, whoe'er I am. 
Do ye yield, sir ? or shall I sweat for you ? If I do 
sweat, they are drops of thy lovers, and they weep 
for thy death: therefore rouse up fear ana trem- 
bling, and do observance to my mercy. 

Cole, I think, you are sir John Falstaff; and, in 
that thouffht, yield me. 

Fal. I have a whole school of tongues in this 
belly of mine ; and not a tongue of them all speaks 
any othe'r word but my name. An I had but a 
belly of any indifferency, I were simply the most 
active fellow in Europe: — Here comes our general. 

Enter Prince John of Lancaster, Westmore- 
land, and others, 

P.John. The hefit is past, follow no further 
now; — 
Call in the powers, good cousin Westmoreland. — 

\^Exit West. 
Now, Falstaff, where have you been all this while ? 
When every thing is ended, then you come : 
These tardy tricks of yours will, on my life. 
One time or other break some gallows' back. 

Fal. I would be sorry, my lord, but it should be 
thus ; I never knew yet, but rebuke and check was 
the reward of valour. Do you think me a swallow, 
an arrow, or a bullet ? have I, in my poor and old 
motion, the expedition of thought ? 1 have speeded 
hither with the very extremest inch of possibility : 
I have foundered nine-score and odd posts ; and 
here, travel-tainted as I am, have, \n my ^mt^ ^tv\ 
immaculate valour, taken sir John CoVevWe o^ \^^ 
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dale, a most furious knight, and valorous enemy : 
But what of that ? he saw me, and yielded ; that I 
may justly say with the hooked-nose fellow of 
Rome S — I came, saw, and overcame. 

P. John. It was more of his courtesy than your 
deserving. 

FaL I know not : here he is, and here I yield 
him : and I beseech your grace let it be bodwd 
with the rest of this day's deeds ; or I will hare 
it in a particular ballad else, with mine own pic- 
ture on the top of it, Colevile kissing my foot : To 
the which course, if I be enforced, if you do not 
all show like gilt two-pences to me ; and I, in the 
clear sky of mme, o*ershining you as muc^ ai the 
full moon doth the cinders of the element, which 
show like pins' heads to her ; believe not the word 
of tlie noble : Therefore let me have right, and let 
desert mount. 

P, John. Thine's too heavy to mount. 

Fai. Let it shine then. 

P. John. Thine's too thick to shine. 

FaL Let it do something, my good lord, that 
may do me good, and call it what you will. 

P. John. Is thy name Colevile ? 

Cole. It is, my lord. 

P. John. A famous rebel art thou, Colevile. 

Fal. And a famous true subject took him. 

Cole. I am, my lord, but as my betters are, 
Tliat led me hither : had thev been ruled bv me. 
You should have won them dearer than you have. 

Fal. I know not how they sold themselves: but 
thou, like a kind fellow, gavcst thyself away : snJ 
I thank thee for thee. 

Re-enter Wkstmoreland. 

P. John. Now, have you left pursuit ? 
IVrst. Retreat is uiacle, and execution stav'd. 
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P. John, Send Colevile, with his confederates 
To York, to present execution : 
Blunt, lead him hence ; and see you guard him sure. 

\_Exeunt some toilh Colevile. 
And now despatch we toward the court, my lords ; 
I hear, die king my father is sore sick : 
Our news shall go before us to his majesty, — 
Which, cousin, you shall bear, — to comfort him ; 
And we with sober speed will follow you. 

Fal, My lord, I beseech you, give me leave to 
go through Glostershire ; and when you come to 
court, stand my good lord, *pray, in your good 
report. 

P.John. Fare you well, Falstaff: I, in my con- 
dition, 2 
Shall better speak of you than you deserve. {^Exit. 

FaL I would, you had but the wit : 'twere better 
than your dukedom. — Good faith, this same young 
sober-blooded boy doth not love me ; nor a man 
cannot make him laugh ; — but that's no marvel, he 
drinks no wine. There's never any of these de- 
mure boys come to any proof: for thin drink doth 
so overcool their blood, they are generally fools 
and cowards ; — which some of us should be too, 
but for inflammation. A good sherris-sack hath a 
two-fold operation in it. It ascends me into the 
brain ; dries me there all the foolish, and dull, 
and crudy vapours which environ it ; makes it ap- 
prehensive, quick, forgetive •'*, full of nimble, fiery, 
and delectable shapes ; which delivered o*er to the 
voice, (the tongue,) which is the birth, becomes 
excellent wit. The second property of your ex- 
cellent sherris is, — the warming of the., blood; 
which, before cold and settled, lefl the liver white 
and pale, which is the badge of pusillanimity and 
cowardice : but the sherris warms it, and makes it 
course from the inwards to the parts extreme. It 

« In my present temper. ^ \v\vcx\\an^. 

VOL. V. A A 
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illumineth the face; which, as a beacon, ghrei 
warning to all the rest of this little kingdom, man, 
to arm ; and then the vital commoners, and inland 
petty spirits, muster me all to their captain, the 
heart ; who, great, and puffed up with this retinue, 
doth any deed of courage : and this valour conies 
of sherris : So that skill in the weapon is nothing, 
without sack ; for that sets it a-work : and leaminff, 
a mere hoard of gold, kept by a devil ; till sad 
commences it^, and sets it in act and use. Hereof 
comes it, that prince Harry is valiant : for the goU 
blood he did naturally inherit of his father, he hath, 
like lean, steril, and bare land, manured, husbanded, 
and tilled, with excellent endeavour of drinkiu 
good, and good store of fertile sherris ; that he h 
become very hot and valiant. If I had a thounnd 
sons, the first human principle I would teach dies 
should be, — to forswear thin potations, and addict 
themselves to sack. 

Enter Bardolph. 

How now, Bardolph ? 

Bard, The army is discharged all, and gone. 

FaL Let them go. I'll through Glostershire : 
and there will I visit master Robert Shallow, es- 
quire : I have him already tempering between my 
finger and my thumb, and shortly will I seal with 
him. ^ Come away. [£x««i. 

* Brings it into action. 
^ An allusion to the old use of scaling witli sod wax. 
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SCENE IV. 

Westminster. A Room in the Palace, 

Enter King Henry, Clarence, Prince Humphrey, 

Warwick, and others. 

K, Hen, Now, lords, if heaven doth give success- 
ful end 
To this debate that bleedeth at our doors. 
We will our youth lead on to higher fields. 
And draw no swords but what are sanctified. 
Our navy is addressed ^, our power collected, 
Our substitutes in absence well invested. 
And every thing lies level to our wish : 
Only, we want a little personal strength ; 
And pause us, till these rebels now afoot, 
Come underneath the yoke of government. 

War. Both which, we doubt not but your ma* 
jesty,. 
Shall soon enjoy. 

K. Hen. Humphrey, my son, of Gloster, 

Where is the prince your brother ? 
P. Humph. I think he's gone to hunt, my lord, 

at Windsor. 
K. Hen. And how accompanied ? 
P. Humph. I do not know, my lord. 

K. Hen. Is not his brother, Thomas of Clarence, 

with him ? 
P. Humph. No, my good lord, he is in presence 

here. 
Cla. What would my lord and father ? 
K. Hen. Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of 
Clarence. 
How chance, thou art not with the prince thy 
brother ? 

'' Ready, prepared. 
A A 2 
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He loves thee,' and thou dott neglect him, 

Thou hast a better place in his aflfection. 

Than all thy brothers ; cherish it, my b<qr ; 

And noble offices thou may'st effibct 

Of mediation, after I am dead. 

Between his greatness and thy other hrethrttic 

Tlierefore omit him not : blunt not hit love : 

Nor lose the good advantage of his gmce^ 

By seeming cold, or cardess of bis wilL 

For he is gracious, if he be observ'd ; ^ 

He hath a tear for pity, and a hand 

Open as day for melting charity : 

Yet notwithstanding, being incens'd, he'a ffiH; 

As humorous as winter, and as sudden 

As flaws congealed in the spring of day. 

His temper, Uierefore, must be well obaerv'd: 

Chide him for faults, and do it reverently. 

When you perceive his blood inclin'd to mirdi: 

But, being moody, give him line and scope ; 

Till that his passions, like a whale on ground, 

Confound themselves with working. Lean tbiii 

Thomas, 
And thou shalt prove a shelter to thy friends ; 
A hoop of gold, to bind thy brothers in ; 
That the united vessel of meir blood, 
Mingled with venom of suggestion, 
(As, force perforce, the age will pour it in,) 
IShall never leak, though it do work as strong 
As aconitum ^, or rash gunpowder. 

Cla, I shall observe him with all care and lof e. 

K, Hen. Why art thou not at Windsor with hiDt 
Thomas ? 

Cla. He is not there to-day ; he dines in Londos. 

K. Hen, And how accompanied ? canst thou tcD 
that? 

Cla, With Poins,and other his continual foUowcn 
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K.Hen. Most subject is the fattest soil to weeds; 
And he, the noble image of my youth, 
Is overspread with them : Therefore my grief 
Stretches itself beyond the hour of death ; 
The blood weeps from my heart, when I do shape, 
In forms imaginary, the unguided days, 
And rotten times, that you shall look upon 
When I am sleeping with my ancestors. 
For when his headstrong riot hath no curb. 
When rage and hot blood are his counsellors. 
When means and lavish manners meet together, 
O, with what wings shall his affections fly 
Towards fronting peril and opposed decay ! 

War, My gracious lord, you look beyond him 
quite: 
The prince but studies his companions, 
Like a strange tongue : wherein, to gain the lan- 
guage, 
Tis needful, that the most immodest word 
Be look'd upon, and learned : which once attained, 
Your highness knows, comes to no further use, 
But to be known, and hated. So, like gross terms» 
The prince will, in the perfectness of time, 
Cast off his followers : and their memory 
Shall as a pattern or a measure live, 
By which his grace must meet the lives of others ; 
Turning past evils to advantages. 

K. Hen, Tis seldom, when the bee doth leave 
her comb 
In the dead carrion. — Who*s here? Westmoreland? 

Enter Westmoreland. 

West, Health to my sovereign ! and new happi- 
ness 
^dded to that that I am to deliver ! 
JPrince John, your son, doth kiss your grace's hand: 
Mowbray, the bishop Scroop, Hastings, aoA «J\> 
-4r© brought to the correction of your \aw \ 

A A 3 
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There is not now a rebel's sword unsheath'dy 
But peace puts forth her olive every where. 
The manner how this action hath been borne. 
Here at more leisure may your highness read ; 
With every course, in this particular. • 

A^ Hen. Westmoreland, thou art a summer- 
bird, 
Which ever in the haunch of winter sings 
The lifting up of day. Look ! here's more newt. 

Enter Harcourt. 

Har, From enemies heaven keep your majeitT ; 
And when they stand against you, may they fall 
As those that I am come to tell you of! 
llie earl Northumberland, and the lord Bardolpb, 
With a great power of English, and of Scots, 
Are by the sheriff of Yorkshire overthrown : 
ITie manner and true order of the fight. 
This packet, please it you, contains at large. 

A'. Hen, And wherefore should these good news 
make nie sick ? 
Will fortune never come with both hands full. 
But write her fair words still in foulest lettere? 
She either gives a i^tomach, and no food, — 
Such are the poor, in health ; or else a feast. 
And takes away the stomacii, — such are the rich. 
That have abundance, and enjoy it not. 
1 should rejoice now at this happy news ; 
And now my sight fails, and my brain is giddy :— 
O me ! come near nie, now I am much ill. [Sicoob^. 

P, Humph, Comfort, your majesty ! 

Cla, O, my royal father! 

West, My sovereign lord, cheer up yourself, look 
up ! 

IVar. Be patient, princes; vou do know, these 
fits 

^ The deluW to\\Vv\\v\o\\\NV\\x\tvi^v^^^\vio«.\. 
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Are with his highness very ordinary. 

Stand from him, give him air, he'll straight be well. 

Cla. No, no ; he cannot long hold out these pangs ; 
The incessant care and labour of his mind 
Hath wrought the mure ', that should confine it in, 
So thin, that life looks through, and will break out. 

P. Humph. The people fear me^; for they do ob- 
serve 
Unfather'd heirs, and loathly birds of nature ; 
The seasons change their manners, as the year 
Had found some months asleep, and leap'd them 
over. 

C/fl. The river hath thrice flow'd, no ebb be- 
tween : ^ 
And the old folk, time's doting chronicles, 
Say, it did so, a little time before 
That our great grandsire, Edward, sick'd and died. 

JVar. Speak lower, princes, for the king recovers. 

Pn Humph, This apoplex will, certain, be his end. 

K, Hen. I pray you, take me up, and bear me 
hence 
Into some other chamber : softly, *pray. 

[ They convey the King into an inner part of 
the room, and place him on a bed. 
Let there be no noise made, my gentle friends ; 
Unless some dull ^ and favourable hand 
Will whisper music to my weary spirit. 

fVar. Call for the musick in the other room. 

K. Hen. Set me the crown upon my pillow here. 

Cla. His eye is hollow, and he changes much. 

IVar. Less noise, less noise. 

Enter Prince Henry. 
P. Hen. Who saw the duke of Clarence ? 

I Wafl. ^ Make nie afraid. 

^An historical fact, on Oct. 12. \4V\, 
■* Melancholy, soothing. 
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Cla. I am here, brother, fiill of heavinew. 

P. Hen. How now ! rain within doors, and none 
abroad ! 
How doth the king ? 

P. Humph. Exceeding ill. 

P. Hen. Heard he the good news yet? 

Tell it him. 

P. Humph. He alter'd much upon the hearing it. 

P. Hen. If he be sick 
With joy, he will recover without physick. 

War. Not so much noise, my lords : — tweet 
prince, speak low ; 
The king your father is dispos'd to sleep. 

Cla. Let us withdraw into the other room. 

War. Wiirt please your grace, to go along with 
us? 

P. Hen. No ; I will sit and watch here by the 
king. {^Exeunt all but P. Henry. 

Why doth the crown lie there upon his pillow, 
Being so troublesome a bedfellow ? 
O polish'd perturbation ! golden care ! 
That keep'st the ports'' of slumber open wide 
To many a watchful night ! — sleep with it now ! 
Yet not so sound, and half so deeply sweet. 
As he, whose brow, with homely biggin^ bound, 
Snores out the watch of night. O majesty! 
When thou dost pinch thy bearer, thou dost sit 
Like rich armour worn in heat of day. 
That scalds with safety. By his gates of breath 
There lies a downy feather, which stirs not : 
Did he suspire, that light and weightless down 
Perforce must move. — My gracious lord ! my fa- 
ther ! — 
This sleep is sound indeed ; this is a sleep. 
That from this golden rigol ^ hath divorced 
So many English kings. Thy due, from me, 

' Gates. ** C«^. "i Circle. 
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Is tears, and heavy sorrows of the blood ; 
Which nature, love, and filial tenderness, 
Shall, O dear father, pay thee plenteously ; 
My due, from thee, is this imperial crown, 
Which, as immediate from thy place and blood. 
Derives itself to me. Lo, here it sits, — 

[^Putting it on his head. 
Which heaven shall guard : And put the world's 

whole strength 
Into one giant arm, it shall not force 
This lineal honour from me. This from thee 
Will I to mine leave, as 'tis lefl to me. [£xf/. 

AT. Hen. Warwick ! Gloster ! Clarence ! 

Re-enter Warwick, and the rest. 

Cla. Doth the king call ? 

War. What would your majesty ? How fares your 

grace? 
K. Hen. Why did you leave me here alone, my 

lords ? 
Cla. We left the prince my brother here, my 

liege. 
Who undertook to sit and watch by you. 

K. Hen. The prince of Wales ? Where is he ? 

let me see him : 
He is not here. 

War. This door is open ; he is gone this way. 
P. Humph. He came not through the chamber 

wnere we stay'd. 
K. Hen. Where is the crown ? who took it from 

my pillow ? 
War. When we withdrew, my liege, we left it 

here. 
K. Hen. The prince hath ta'en it hence: — go, 

seek him out ; 
Is he so hasty, that he doth suppose 
My sleep my death ? 
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Find him, my lord of Warwick ; chide him hither. 

[_ExU Warwick. 
This part of his conjoins with my disease. 
And helps to end me. — See, sons, what Uiings yoa 

are ! 
How quickly nature falls into revolt. 
When gold becomes her object ! 
For this the foolish over-careful fathers 
Have broke their sleep with thoughts, their braiiii 

with care, 
Their bones with industry ; 
For this they have engrossed and piled up 
The cankered heaps of strange-achieved gold ; 
For this they have been thoughtful to invest 
Their sons with arts, and martial exercises : 
When, like the bee, tolling^ from every flower 
The virtuous sweets ; 
Our thighs pack'd with wax, our mouths with 

honey, 
We bring it to the hive ; and, like the bees, 
Are murder'd for our pains. This bitter taste 
Yield his engrossments^ to the ending father.— 

Re-enter Warwick. 

Now, where is he that will not stay so long 
Till his friend sickness hath determined * me ? 

War. My lord, I found the prince in the next 
room, 
Washing with kindly tears his gentle cheeks ; 
With such a deep demeanour in great sorrow, 
That tyranny, which never quafF'd but blood. 
Would, by beholding him, have wash*d his knife 
With gentle eye-drops. He is coming hither. 

K. Hen, But wherefore did he take away tl» 
crown ? 

« Taking toW. ^ ^itc\\\\\v^3axvaw'i, > Kndetl 
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Rc'Cnier Prince Henry. 

Lo, where he comes.— Come hither to me, Harry: — 
Depart the chamber, leave us here alone. 

^Exeunt Clarence, Prince Humphrey, 
Lords, Sfc. 

P. Hen. I never thought to hear you speak again. 

K. Hen, Thy wish was father, Harry, to that 
thought : 
I stay too long by thee, I weary thee. 
Dost thou so hunger for my empty chair. 
That thou wilt needs invest thee with mine honours 
Before thy hour be ripe ? O foolish youth ! 
Thou seek'st the greatness that will overwhelm thee. 
Stay but a little ; for my cloud of dignity 
Is held from falling with so weak a wincf. 
That it will quickly drop : my day is dim. 
Thou hast stolen that, which, after some few hours. 
Were thine without offence ; and, at my death. 
Thou hast seal'd up my expectation : ^ 
Thy life did manifest, thou lov'dst me not. 
And thou wilt have me die assur'd of it. 
Thou hid*st a thousand daggers in thy thoughts ; 
Which thou hast whetted on thy stony heart. 
To stab at half an hour of my life. 
What ! canst thou not forbear me half an hour ? 
Then get thee gone ; and dig my grave thyself; 
And bid the merry bells rine to thine ear. 
That thou art crown'd, not that I am dead. 
Let all the tears that should bedew my hearse. 
Be drops of balm, to sanctify thy heaa : 
Only compound me with begotten dust ; 
Give that which gave thee life, unto the worms. 
Pluck down my officers, break my decrees ; 
For now a time is come to mock at form, 
Harry the Fifth is crown'd : — up, vanity ! 
Down, royal state ! all you sage counsellors, hence ! 
And to the English court assemble now, 

* Confirmed my opmion. 



268 SECOND PART OF [aCT IV. 

From every region, apes of idleness ! 
Now, neighbour confines, purge you of your scum: 
Have you a ruffian, that will swear, drink, dance, 
Revel the night ; rob, murder, and conomit 
The oldest sins the newest kind of ways ? 
Be happy, he will trouble you no more : 
England shall double gild his treble guilt ; 
England shall give him office, honour, mieht ; 
For the fifth Harry from curb*d licence pTucki 
The muzzle of restraint, and the wild dog 
Shall flesh his tooth in every innocent. 

my poor kingdom, sick with civil blows ! 
When that my care could not withhold thy rioU, 
What wilt thou do, when riot is thy care ? 

O, thou wilt be a wilderness again. 
Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitants! 

P. Hen, O pardon me, my liege ! but for iij 
tears, [^Kneelhf* 

The moist impediments unto my speech, 

1 had forestaird this dear and deep rebuke, 
Ere you with grief had spoke, and I had heard 
The course of it so far. There is your crown ; 
And He that wears the crown immortally. 
Long guard it yours ! If I affect it more. 
Than as your honour, and as your renown, 
Let me no more from this obedience rise, 
(Which my most true and inward duteous spirit 
Teacheth,) this prostrate and exterior bending! 
Heaven witness with me, when I here came in, 
And found no course of breath within your majestr. 
How cold it struck my heart ! if I do feign, 

(), let me in my present wildness die ; 
And never live to show the incredulous world 
The noble change that I have purposed ! 
Coming to look on you, thinking you dead, 
(And dead almost, my liege, to think you wereJ 
I spake unto the crown, as having sense. 
And thus uyA^TVuv^e^vX. TVc care ou ihrr dcpendtni' 
Hot h fed upon the hodj) of wy^xWr •, 



«;BNE IV.] KING HENRY IV. 969 

Therrforey thou^ best ofgold, art worst of gold. 

JtheTf less fine in carat'^, is more jpredous^ 

Preserving life in medicine potable : 

But thou, mostfiney most honour' d, most renown* d. 

Hast eat thy bearer up. Thus, my most royal liege, 

iccusing it, I put it on my head ; 

To try with it, — as with an enemy, 

rhat had before my face murder'd my father, — 

rhe quarrel of a true inheritor. 

^ut if it did infect my blood with joy, 

)r swell my thoughts to any strain of pride ; 

f any rebel or vain spirit of mine 

Mdy with the least affection of a welcome, 

rive entertainment to the might of it, 

<et God for ever keep it from my head ! 

Lnd make me as the poorest vassal is, 

liat doth with awe and terror kneel to it ! 

K. Hen, O my son ! 
leaven put it in thy mind to take it hence, 
Tiat thou might*8t win the more thy father's love, 
leading so wisely in excuse of it. 
Jorae hither, Harry, sit thou by my bed, 
Lnd hear, I think, the very latest counsel 
liat ever I shall breathe. Heaven knows, my son, 
(y what by-paths, and indirect crook *d ways, 
met this crown ; and I myself know well, 
low troublesome it sat upon my head : 
^o thee it shall descend with better quiet, 
(etter opinion, better confirmation : 
'or all the soil of the achievement goes 
Vith me into the earth. It seem'd in me, 
(ut as an honour snatch'd with boisterous hand ; 
Lnd I had many living, to upbraid 
ly gain of it by their assistances ; 
Vhich daily grew to quarrel and to bloodshed, 
Voundihg supposed peace : all these bold fears, 
rhou see'st, with peril I have answered ; 

^ A term used in dei^cribing the finer.ess o^ ^cA^. 
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For all my reign hath been but as a acene 
Acting tliat argument ; and now my death 
Changes the mode : for what in me was purchai'd,* 
Falls upon thee in a more fairer sort ; 
So thou the garland wear'st successively. 
Yet, though Uiou stand'st more sure than I could dm 
Thou art not firm enough, since griefr are green; 
And all thy friends, which thou must make thy 

fhends, 
Have but their stines and teeth newly ta'en out; 
By whose fell working I was first advanc'd. 
And by whose power I well might lodse a fear 
To be again displac'd : which to avoic^ 
I cut them off; and had a purpose now 
To lead out many to the Holy Land ; 
Lest rest, and lying still, might make them look 
Too near unto my state. Therefore, my Hanji 
Be it thy course, to busy giddy minds 
With foreign quarrels; that action, hence bone 

out, 
May waste the memory of the former days. 
More would I, but my lungs are wasted so. 
That strength of speech is utterly denied me. 
How I came by the crown, O God, forgive ! 
And grant it may with thee in true peace live ! 

P. Hen. My gracious liege, 
You won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me ; 
Then plain, and right, must my possession be : 
Which I, with more than with a common pain, 
*Gainst all the world will rightfully maintain. 

Eyiter Prince John o/'Lancaster, Warwick, Lori 

and others, 

AT. Hen, Look, look, here comes my John i 
Lancaster. 

■^ Purchase, \\\ HV^V'^v^^t^, Sx^^^w>\>i \s«»n *fc 
goodju 
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P.John. Healthy peace, and happinesg, to mj 
royal father ! 

K. Hen, Thou bring'st me happiness, and peace, 
son John ; 
But health, alack, with youthful wings is flown 
From this bare, withered trunk ; upon thy sight, 

VSlJ wojldly business makes a period. 

Wnere is my lord of Warwick ? 

P. Hen. My lord of Warwick ! 

K. Hen. Doth any name particular belong 
Unto the lodging wnere I first did swoon ? 

War. Tis called. Jerusalem, my noble lord. 

K. Hen. Laud be to God ! — even there my life 
must end. 
It hath been prophesied to me many years, 
I should not die but in Jerusalem ; 
Which yainly I suppos*d the Holy Land : — 
But, bear me to that chamber ; there Til lie ; 
In that Jerusalem shall Harry die. \Exewni. 



ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE I. 

Glostershire. A HaU in Shallow'^ House. 

Enter Shallow, Falstaff, Bardolph, and Page. 

Shal. By cock and pye, sir, you shall not away 
to-night. What, Davy, I say! 

Fal. You must excuse me, master Robert Shal- 
low. 

Shal. I will not excuse you ; you ^Yvc^ x^oV. \i^ 
excused; excuses shall not be aAm\lte^\ \5R«t^\& 

B B 2 
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no excuse shall serve ; you shall not be excuMd. 
—Why, Davy ! 

Enter Davy. 

Davy. Here, sir. 

Shat. Davy, Davy, Davy, — let me see, Din; 
let me see: — yea, marry, William cook, bid hm 
come hither. — Sir John, you shall not be exciued. 

Davy. Marry, sir, thus; — those precepts^ can- 
not be served: and, again, sir, — Shall we sow the 
head-land with wheat ? 

Shal. With red wheat, Davy. But for Williim 
cook; Are there no young pigeons? 

Davy. Yes, sir. Here is now the smith*! 

note, for shoeing, and plough-irons. 

Shal. Let it be cast^ and paid: — sir JoliD,yoa 
shall not be excused. 

Davy. Now, sir, a new link to the bucket muit 
needs be had : — And, sir, do you mean to 8tq)anj 
of William's wages, about the sack he lost the other 
day at Hinckley fair ? 

Shal. He shall answer it: Some pigeons, 

Davy ; a couple of short-legged hens ; a joint of 
mutton ; and any pretty little tiny kickshaws, tell 
William cook. 

Davy, Doth the man of war stay all night, sir? 

Shal. Yes, Davy. I will use him well ; A friend 
i'the court is better than a penny in purse. Use his 
men well, Davy. About thy business, Davy. 

Davy. I beseech you, sir, to countenance Williani 
Visor of Wincot against Clement Perkes of the hill. 

Shal. There are many complaints, Davy, againft 
that Visor ; that Visor is an arrant knave, on my 
knowledge. 

Davy. I grant your worship, that he is a knate, 
sir : but yet, Heaven forbid, sir, but a knave should 
have some couulewawee «X Vv\& friend's request, Ab 

«i Wiirnvuts. ' VLvaXxs^, 
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honest man, sir, is able to speak for himself, when 
a knave is not. I have served your worship truly, 
sir, this eight years ; and if I cannot once or twice 
in a quarter bear out a knave against an honest man, 
I have but a very little credit with your worship. 
The knave is mme honest friend, sir ; therefore, I 
beseech your worship, let him be countenanced. 

Shal. Go to; I say, he shall have no wrong. 
Look about, Davy. [Exit Davy.] Where are you, 
sir John ? Come, off with your boots. — Give me 
your hand, master Bardolph. 

Bard. I am glad to see your worship. 

ShaL I thank thee with all my heart, kind mas- 
ter Bardolph:— and welcome, my tall fellow. [To 
the Page.] Come, sir John. [Exit Shallow. 

Fal. ni follow you, good master Robert Shallow. 
Bardolph, look to our horses. [Exeunt Bardolph 
and Page.] If I were sawed into quantities, I should 
make four dozen of such beardea hermit's staves as 
master Shallow. It is a wonderful thine, to see the 
semblable coherence of his men's spirits and his : 
1*hey, by observing him, do bear themselves like 
foolish justices; he, by conversing with them, is 
turned into a justice-like serving man ; their spirits 
are so married in conjunction with the participation 
of society, that they flock together in consent, like 
so many wild geese. If I had a suit to master Shal- 
low, I would humour his men, with the imputation 
of being near their master : if to his men, I would 
curry with master Shallow, that no man could bet- 
ter command his servants. It is certain, that 
either wise bearing, or ignorant carriage, is caught, 
as men take diseases, one of another : therefore, 
let men take heed of their company. I will devise 
matter enough out of this Shallow, to keep prince 
Harry in continual laughter, the wearing-out of 
»x fashions, (which is four terms, or two actions,) 
uid he sbaii laugh without rnieruallunu. 0<>\V.\^ 

B B :i 
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much, that a lie, with a slight oath, and a jest, with 
a sad brow^, will do with a fellow that never had 
the ache in his shoulders ! O, you shall see him 
laugh, till his face be like a wet cloak ill laid up. 

Shal. IWithin.'] Sir John ! 

Fal, I come, master Shallow; I come, nuMter 
Shallow. [^Exit Falstaft. 



SCENE II. 

Westminster. A Room in the Palace, 

Enter Warwick, and the Lord Chief Justice. 

War, How now, my lord chief justice? whither 

away ? 
Ch. Just. How doth the king ? 
War, Exceeding well; his cares are now all 

ended. 
Ch, Just, I hope, not dead. 
War, He's walk'd the way of nature; 

And, to our purposes, he lives no more. 

Ch.Just, 1 would his majesty had call'd me with 
him: 
ITie service that I truly did his life, 
Hath left me open to all injuries. 

War. Indeed, I think, the young king loves you 

not. 
Ch, Just, I know he doth not ; and do arm my- 
self, 
To welcome the condition of the time ; 
Which cannot look more hideously upon me 
Than I have drawn it in my fantasy. 

* A serious face. 
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Enter Prince John, Prince Humphrey, Clarence, 
Westmoreland, and others. 

War. Here come the heavy issue of dead Harry : 
0, that the living Harry had the temper 
Of him, the worst of these three gentlemen ! 
How many nobles then should hold their places, 
That must strike sail to spirits of vile sort ! 
CA. Just. Alas ! I fear, all will be overturned. 
P. John. Good morrow, cousin Warwick. 
P. Humph. Cla. Good morrow, cousin. 
P. John. We meet like men that had forgot to 

speak. 
War. We do remember ; but ouf argument 
Is all too heavy to admit much talk. 

P. John. Well, peace be with him that hath made 

us heavy ! 
Ch. Just. Peace be with us, lest we be heavier ! 
P. Humph. O, good my lord, you have lost a 
friend indeed : 
And I dare swear, you borrow not that face 
Of seeming sorrow ; it is, sure, your own. 

P. John. Though no man be assur'd what grace 
to find, 
You stand in coldest expectation : 
I am the sorrier ; 'would 'twere otherwise. 

Cla. Well, you must now speak sir John Falstaff 
fair; 
Which swims against your stream of Quality. 
Ch. Just. Sweet princes, what I did, I did in 
honour. 
Led by the impartial conduct of mv soul ; 
And never shall you see, that I will beg 
A ragged and forestalled remission. — 
If truth and upright innocency fail me, 
111 to the king my master that is dead, 
And tell him who hath sent me after Vvuiv, 
fTar. Here comes the prince. 
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Enter King Henry V. 

Ch. Just. Good morrow ; and heaven save yoor 
majesty ! 

King. This new and gorgeous garment, majcitji 
Sits not so easy on me as you think. — 
Brothers, you mix your sadness with some &ar; 
This is the English, not the Turkish court. 
Not Amurath an Amurath ^ succeeds, 
But Harry Harry : Yet be sad, good brothers, 
For, to speak truth, it very well becomes you; 
Sorrow so royally in you appears. 
That I will deeply put the fashion on. 
And wear it in my heart. Why then, be sad : 
But entertain no more of it, good brothers, 
Than a joint burden laid upon us all. 
For me, by Heaven, I bid you be assur'd, 
T\\ be your father and your brother too ; 
Let me but bear your love, I'll bear your cares. 
Yet weep, that Harry's dead ; and so will I : 
But Harry lives, that shall convert those tears, 
By number, into hours of happiness. 

P. John, Sfc, We hope no other from your ma- 
jesty. 

King. You all look strangely on me : — and ywi 
most; \_To the Chief Justice. 

You are, 1 think, assur'd, I love you not. 

Ch, Just. I am assur'd, if I be measurd rightly. 
Your majesty hath no just cause to hate me. ' . 

King. No ! 
How might a prince of my great hopes forget 
So great indignities you laid upon me ? 
What ! rate, rebuke, and roughly send to prisoo 
The immediate heir of England ! Was this easy? 
May this be wash'd in Lethe and forgotten ? 

Ch. Just, I then did use the person of your 
father ; 

'' 1 -Lin per or o^ \\\e '^wxVs, vWW\\\^«>§ft-^\\vs ,^v, »; 
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The image of his power lay then in me 
And, in the administration of his law, 
Whiles I was busy for the commonwealth, 
Your highness pleased to forget my place. 
The majesty and power of law and justice. 
The image of the king whom I presented, 
And struck me in my very seat of judgment; 
Whereon, as an offender to your father, 
I gave bold way to my authority, 
And did commit vou. If the deed were ill. 
Be you contented, wearing now the garland. 
To have a son set your decrees at nought ; 
To pluck down justice from your awful bench ; 
To trip the course of law, and blunt the sword 
That guards the peace and safety of your person : 
Nay, more : to spurn at your most royal image. 
And mock your workings in a second body. 
Question your royal thoughts, make the case yours ; 
Be now the father, and propose a son : 
Hear your own dignity so much profan*d. 
See your most dreadful laws so loosely slighted, 
Behold yourself so by a son disdained : 
And then imagine me taking your part, 
And, in your power, soft silepcing your son : 
After this cold considerance, sentence lAe ; 
And, as you are a king, speak in your state, ^ 
What I have done, that misbecame my place. 
My person, or my liege's sovereignty. 

King. You are right, justice, and you weigh this 
well ; 
Therefore still bear the balance, and the sword : 
And I do wish your honours may increase. 
Till you do live to see a son of mine 
Offend you, and obey you, as I did. 
So shall I live to speak my father's words ; — 
Happy am /, that have a man so bold. 
That dares do justice on my proper son : 

' In your regal character awd o^cc. 




S76 UCOHD FAKt ^MT {; 

And noi lem lumpifylimb^ mtdua $amj 
Thai wmld dernier up hie gtttdmme mi» 
Into ike hands ^jukiee. — Yoa didioa 
For which I do oommit into your luHid: 
The uDttained iword that yon^fastc «iM.tobHr; 
With this remembranee, — llMit'joa.Mailwi — 
With the like b(dd, jurt, and hnutttial q^ - 
Af jrou hare flime 'gaiaatne. uliete ia aiyiai; 
Yoa shall be as a fiSher to my grovlh ; 
My voice shall sound as you do prompt* 
And I will stoop and hamUe ny imenl 
To your wdl-fractis'd) wise direetiom4« 
Ana,'princes all, bdiere me^ I beaaad 
My ftmer is gone wild into bis gnm^ 
For in his toiSb lie my aftctioaa ; 
And with his spirit smly I snrrm; 
To mock the expectation of the worid; 
To frustrate prdphecies; and to n 
Rotten opinion, who hath writ noke dowa 
After my seeming. The tide of blood in 
Hath proudly flow'd in vanity till now : 
Now doth it turn, and ebb back to the sea: 
Where it shall mingle with the state offloads^ 
And flow henceforth in formal nrajea^. 
Now call we our high court of parliament: 
And let us choose such limbs of noble comicOi 
That the great body of our state may go 
In equal rank with the best govem'd natioii; 
That war, or peace, or both at once, may be 
As things acquainted and familiar to na;— — 
In which you, father, shall have foremost haa^ 

[ To the Lord Chief Jnrtto 
Our coronation done, we will acdte, ' 
As I before remember'd, all our state : 
And (Heaven consigning to my good *ntfT!<t) 
No prince, nor peer, shml have juat canaetossf^** 
Heaven shotlen Haiti's happy life one dsy* 
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SOENB III. 

Glostershire. The Garden of Shallow** House. 

Enter Falstaff, Shallow, Silence, Bardolph, 

the Page, and Davy. 

ShaL Nay, you shall see mine orchard : where, 
in an arbour, we will eat a last year's pippin of my 
own graffing, with a dish of carraways, and so 
forth ; — come, cousin Silence ; — and then to bed. 

Fal, You have here a goodly dwelling, and a 
rich. 

Shal, Barren, barren, barren ; beggars all, beg- 
gars all, sir John : — marry, good sir. — Spread, 
Davy ; spread, Davy ; well said, Davy. 

Fal, This Davy serves you for good uses ; he is 
your serving-man, and your husbandman. 

ShaL A good varlet, a good varlet, a very good 
varlet, sir John. — By the mass, I have drunk too 
much sack at supper : — A good varlet. Now sit 
down, now sit down : — come, cousin. 

Sil. Ah, sirrah ! quoth-a, — we shall 
Do nothing but eat and make good cheer, 

[Singing. 
And praise heaven for the merry year ; 
So merrily, 
And ever among so merrily, 

Fal. There's a merry heart ! — Good master 
Silence, Fll give you a health for that anon. 

ShaL Give master Bardolph some wine, Davy. 

Davy. Sweet sir, sit; [^ Seating Bardolph and 
the Page at another table."] Fll be with you anon ; — 

most sweet sir, sit. Master page, good master 

page, sit : prqface I * What you want in nveaX., v?€^ 

^ lUiiian, much good may it do you. 



280 SECOND PART OF [aCT T. 

have in drink. But you must bear ; Hie heart'i 
all. lEoL 

Shal, Be merry, master Bardolph ; — and mj 
little soldier there, be merry. 

Sil. Be merry y be merry, my tnif^t eu allf 

[Singing. 
For tvomen are shreuos, both short and tw; 
*Tis merry in holly tohen beards toag aUt 

And 'welcome merry shrove»tide. 
Be merry, be merry, Spc. 
Fal. I did not think master Silence had beea i 
man of this mettle. 

Sil. Who, I ? I have been merry twice and once, 
ere now. 

Re-enter Davy. 

Davy. There is a dish of leather-coats * for you. 

[Setting them before Bardolph. 
Shah Davy, — 

Davy. Your worship ? — FU be with you straight 
[To Bard.] — A cup of wine, sir? 

Sil. A cup of wine, thafs brisk and Jine, 

[Singing. 
And drink unto the Lady mine ; 
And a merry heart lives long-a, 
Fal. Well said, master Silence. 
SU. And we shall be merry ; — now comes in the 
sweet of the night. 

Fal. Health and long life to you, master Silence. 
Sil. FiU the cup, and let it come ; 

ril pledge you a mile to the bottom. 
Shal. Honest Bardolph, welcome : If thou 
wantest any thing, and wilt not call, beshrew tbT | 
heart. — Welcome, my little tiny thief; [To A 
Page.] and welcome, indeed, too. — I'll drink to 
master BaTdo\p\\) atv^ \<^ ^11 the cavaleroes about 
London. 

4 \n^\cS COWWWOwXn tV:^\^^^\\"Wfc"C\XNSA. 
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Davy. I hope to see London once ere I die. 

Bard, An I might see you there, Davy, — 

Shal, By the mass, you'll crack a quart together. 
Ha ! will you not, master Bardolph ? 

Bard. Yes, sir, in a pottle pot. 

Shal. I thank thee : — The knave will stick by 
thee, I can assure thee that : he will not out : he is 
true bred. 

Bard. And FU stick by him, sir. 

Shal, Why, there spoke a king. Lack nothing : 
be merrv. \^Knocking heard."] Look who's at door 
there : Ho ! who knocks ? [JBj»V Davy. 

Fal. Why, nowyou have done me right. 

[To Silence, ijoho drinks a bumper. 

Sil. Do me rights [Singmg. 

And dub me knight : ^ 
Samingo. ^ 
Is't not so ? 

Fal. Tis so. 

Sil. Is't so ? Why, then say, an old man can do 
somewhat. 

Re-enter Davy. 

Davy. An it please your worship, there's one 
Pistol come from the court with news. 
Fal. FVom the court ! let him come in. — 

Enter Pistol. 

How now. Pistol ? 

Pist. Save you, sir Jolm ! 

Fal. What wind blew you hither. Pistol ? 

Fist. Not the ill wind which blows no man to 
good. — Sweet knight, thou art now one of the 
greatest men in the realm. 

!» He who drank a bumper on his knees to the health of 
his mistress was dubb'd a Knight for the evetiuv^. 

• It should be Domingo; it is part of a sot\%m oti^ o1 
Nashe's plays. 

VOL. V. c c 
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SU. By*r lady, I think *a be ; but goodman PdT 
of Barson. 

Pia. Puff? 

Puff in thy teeth, most recreant coward baie ! « 
Sir John, I am thy Pistol, and thy friend* 
And helter-skelter have I rode to thee ; 
And tidings do I bring, and lucky joys, 
And golden times, and happy news of price. 

FaL I pr'ythee now, deliver them like a maa of 
uiis world. 

Put. A fico for the world, and worldliDgi bne! 
I speak of Africa, and golden joys. 

Fal. O base Assyrian knight, what is thy nen? 
Let king Cophetua know the truth thereof; 

Sil. And Robin Hood^ Scarlety and John. [Snpi 

Pitt. Shall dunghill curs confront the HelicoBi? 
And shall good news be baffled ? - 
Then, Pistol, lay thy head in Furies' lap. 

Shot. Honest gentleman, I know not yonr 
breeding. 

Pist. Why then, lament therefore. 

Shal. Give me pardon, sir ; — If, sir, you come 
with news from the court, I take it, there is but 
two ways ; either to utter them, or to conceal them. 
I am, sir, under the king, in some authority. 

Pist. Under which Jiiiig, Bezonian ? speak, or 
die. 

Shal. Under king Harry. 

Pist. Harry the fourth ? or fifth-' 

Shd. Harry the fourth. 

Pist. A fico for thine office ! — 

Sir John, thy tender lambkin now is king ; 
Harry the fiRh's the man. I speak the truth : 
Wlien Pistol lies, do this; and fig me, like 
The bragging Spaniard. 

FaL What ! is the old king dead ? 

Pist. As navl \u door: the things I speak, are ju* 

Robert ShaWoN', c\\oose vjV^x. <3f3K^^ ^^>^^,K^\fc.^ 
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land, 'tis thine. — I^stol, I will double-charge thee 
with dignities. 

Bard. O joyful day ! — I would not take a knight- 
hood for my fortune. 

Pist, What ? I do bring good news ? 

Fal. Carry master Silence to bed. — Master 
Shallow, my lord Shallow, be what thou wilt, I am 
fortune's steward. Get on thy boots; we'll ride 
all night : — O, sweet Pistol : — Away Bardolph. 
[^Exit Bard.] — Come, Pistol, utter more to me ; 
and withal, devise something, to do thyself good. — 
Boot, boot, master Shallow ; I know, the young 
king is sick for me. Let us take any man's horses; 
the laws of England are at my commandment. 
Happy are they which have been my friends ; and 
woe to my lord chief justice ! 

Pist, Let vultures vile seize on his lungs also ! 
Where is the life that late I led, say they : 
Why, here it is ; Welcome these pleasant days, 

[^Exeunt. 



SCENE IV. 

A public Place near Westminster Abbey. 

Enter Two Grooms, stremng Rushes, 

1 Groom. More rushes, more rushes. 

2 Groom. The trumpets have .sounded twice. 

1 Groom. It will be two o'clock ere they come 
from the coronation : Despatch, despatch. 

[Exeunt Grooms. 

Enter Falstaff, Shallow, Pistol, Bardolph, 

and the Page. 

I Fal. Stand here by me, master Robert S^sUXorw % 
J wjJJ make the king do you grace : 1 vfVVX \e« 

cc 2 



SH BxcoiTD FAftr or J ■-['■>*■ 

upon him, u 'a ccanM bjr ; and da b«t tMik-Ai 

countenance that he will giTB me. 

JPirt. Ble« thy lungi, nod knUiL 

M. Come here, Putol; atand Oehmd ue.— 1% 
if I had had time to ham made oew liverin, I 
wooU have bestowed die thoosand pound 1 twr- 
rowed of you. ^To Shallow.^ But 'tis no mUtet; 
thii poor show doth better : thu doth infer the mi 
I had to lee him. 

SUL It doth M. 

AL It ihowi my earaeatDeaa of afiectti 

ShiLItdothM. . 

AH My derotioii. 

StoJL b dodi, it doth, it doth. 

FaL Am it were, to ride d^ and night : and «ai 
to deliberate, not to remsndier, not to have pttioKt 
toihtftme. 

8/iaL It it moat certain. 

Fid. But to itand atained with travel, and tmtl- 
ing with desire to see him : thinking of nothiu: 
else ; putting all a&ira else in oblivion ; m if ibcn 
were nothing else to be done, but to see bim> 

Pitt. Tis temper idem, for oAi^ur hoc nHuttt- 
"lis all in every part. 

Shal. Tis so indeed. 

[Shouts toithin, and the TrumpHtim 

Pitt. There roaf d the sea, and trumpet-dbfff 
sounds. 



FaL God gave thy grace, king Hal ! mj rad 
Hal! 

Pitt. The heavens thee guard and keep, a 
royal imp of fame ! 

Ftd, God Ka.VK thee, my sweet boy 1 

1 •TiiaM'»»!^i™^*^''^*''wn'*«>- 
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tg*. My lord chief justice, speak to that vain 

man. 
. Jugt. Have you your wits ? know you what 

'tis you speak ? 
f. My king ! my Jove ! I speak to thee, my 

neart! 
%g, I know thee not, old man : Fall to thy 

prayers ; 
ill white hairs become a fool, and jester ! 
e long dream'd of such a kind of man, 
rfeit-sweird, so old, and so profane ; 
leing awake, I do despise my dream. 
; less thy body, hence ^ and more thy grace ; 
\ gormandizing ; know, the erave doUi gape 
iee thrice wider than for other men : 
r not to me with a fool-bom jest ; 
me not, that I am the thing I was : 
eaven doth know, so shall the world perceive, 
I have tum*d away my former self; 
11 1 those that kept me company. 
I thou dost hear I am as I have been, 
oach me : and thou shalt be as thou wast, 
utor and the feeder of my riots : 
[len, I banish thee, on pain of death, — 
have done the rest of my misleaders, — 
o come near our person by ten miles, 
ompetence of life, I will allow you, 
lack of means enforce you not to evil : 
as we hear you do reform yourselves, 
'ill, — according to your strength, and quali- 
ties, — 
you advancement. — Be it your charge, my 

lord, 
e performed the tenor of our word. — 
n. ^Exeunt King, and his Train, 

L Master Shallow, I owe you a thousand 

pound. 

^ Henceforward, 
c c ? 
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Shal. Ay, marry, sir John ; which I beseech yoo 
to let me have home with me. 

Fal. That can hardly be, master Shallow. Do 
not you grieve at this ; I shall be sent for in privste 
to him : look you, he must seem thus to the worid. 
Fear not your advancement ; I will be the man yet, 
that shall make you great. 

Shal, I cannot perceive how ; unless you give 
me your doublet, and stuff me out with straw. I 
beseech you, good sir John, let me have five hundred 
of my thousand. 

Fal. Sir, I will be as good as my word : this tint 
you heard, was but a cmour. 

Shal, A colour, I fear, that you will die 'Wf m 
John. 

Fal. Fear no colours; go with me to dinner. 
Come, lieutenant Pistol; — come, Bardolph:-— I 
shall be sent for soon at night. [^Exaai, 

Re-enter Prince John, the Chief Justice, 

Officers, Sfc. 

P. John. I like this fair proceeding of the king's; 
He hath intent, his wonted followers 
Shall all be very well provided for ; 
But all are banished, till their conversations 
Appear more wise and modest to the world. 

Ch. Just. And so they are. 

P.John. The king hath call'd his parliament, mv 
lord. 

Ch.Just. He hath. 

P. John. I will lay odds, — that ere this year 
expire, 
We bear our civil swords, and native fire. 
As far as France : I heard a bird so sing, 
NMiosc musick, to my thinking, pleas'd the kin^. 
Come, will you hence ? [£jfi«*'- 



EPILOGUE, 

SPOKEN BY A DANCER. 



First, my fear ; then, my courtesy : last, my 
speech. My fear is your displeasure ; my courtesy, 
my duty ; and my speech, to beg your pardons, if 
you look for a good speech now, you undo me : for 
tohat I have to say, is of mine awn making ; and 
what, indeed, I should say, loiU, I doubt, prove mine 
fyom marring. But to the purpose, and so to the 
venture. — Be it known to you, (as it is very well,) 
I was lately here in the end of a displeasing play, to 

fray your patience for it, and to promise you a 
etter, I did mean, indeed, to pay you with this ; 
which, if, like an ill venture, it come unluckily home, 
I break, and you, my gentle creditors, lose. Here, I 
promised you, I wotdd be, and here I commit my 
body to your mercies : bate me some, and I will pay 
you some, and, as most debtors do, promise you 
infinitely. 

If my tongue cannot entreat you to acquit me, will 

fou command me to use my legs ? and yet that were 
ut light payment, — to dance out of your debt. But 
a good conscience xvHl make any possible satis/action, 
and so will I. All the gentlewomen here have for- 
given me ; if the gentlemen wiU not, then the gentle- 
men do not agree with the gentlewomen, which was 
never seen before in such an assembly. 

One word more, I beseech you. Jf you be not too 
t;iuch cloyed with fat meat, our humble autKoT 'wOX 
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continue the stonfy to^A Sir John intt^ andmaketfm 
merry mih fair Katharine of France: tohertfjk 
any Siins I knofaa^ Fal^t^$hdU die of a teaee^ umm 
already ne be killed xxrith your hard ofhdonti fir 
Oldcastle died a martyr ^ and this is nai the wmu 
My tongue is weary ; fxhen my legs are iao^ I wt 
hia you ^ood night : and so ined dawn befinreyssi 
•— ^» tndeedyto pray Jbr the queen.^ 

9 Most of the andent interiudes condude with a pnver 
for the king or queen. Hence, perhafM, the Vimd its 
i Regmoy at the oottom of oor modem plajMbflk 



KING HENRY V. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



King Henry the Fifth. 

Duke of Gloster, ) » .7 . .. v ^ 

Duke of Bedford, } *'''*''"•* '" *** ^'««- 

Duke of Exeter, uncle to the King, 

Duke of York, cousin to the King, 

Earls of Salisbury, Westmorelavd, wd 

Warwick. 
Archbishop of Canterbury. 
Bishop of Ely. 

Earl of Cambridge, ") i^^„^.v^#^^. ^«^Vrf Am 
Lord Scroop, \ Conspirators agmnd tk 

Sir Thomas Grey, j ^*^S' 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, Gower, Flukllo, 
Macmorris, Jamy, Officers in King Hean/i 

army. 
Bates, Court, Williams, soldiers in the same. 
NyxM, Bardolph, Pistol, ^formerly servants to 

Falstqffl now soldiers in the same. 
Boi/f servant to ihem, A Herald, Chorus. 

Charles the Sixth, King of France, 

Lewis, the Dauphin, 

Dukes of Burgundy, Orleans, and Bourbon* 

The Constable of France, 

Rambures, and Grandpree, French Lords, 

Governor of Harfleur. 

Montjoy, a French Herald, 

Ambassadors to the King of England. 

Isabel, Queen of France, 
Katharine, daughter of Charles and Isabel, 
Alice, a lady attending on the Princess Katharine, 
Quickly, Pistol's tvife, an Hostess, 

Lords, Ladies, Officers, French and English Sol* 
diers, Messengers, and Attendants, 

The Scene, at the Lcgtrimu^ of \Kt Piat(, Ues i» 
England ; h\\X aflenwaTds^ nSvoUxj \u I^Taivot. 



Enter Chorus. 

O, FOR a muBe of fire that would ascend 
The brightest heaven of invention ! 
A kingdom for a stage, princes to act, 
And monarchs to behold the swelling scene ! 
Then should the warlike Harry, like himself, 
Assume the port of Mars ; and at his heels, 
Leash'd in like hounds, should famine, sword, and 

fire, 
Crouch for employment. But pardon, gentles all. 
The flat unraised spirit, that hath dar*d, 
On this unworthy scaffold, to bring forth 
80 great an object: Can this cockpit hold 
The vasty fields of France, or may we cram 
Within this wooden O ', the very casques, '^ 
That did affiight the air at Agincourt ? 
O, pardon ! since a crooked figure may 
Attest, in little place, a million ; 
And let us, ciphers to this great accompt, 
On your imaginary forces ^ work : 
Suppose, within the girdle of these walls, 
Are now confin'd two mighty monarchies, 
Whose high upreared and abutting fronts 
The perilous, narrow ocean parts asunder. 
Piece out our imperfections with your thoughts ; 
Into a thousand parts divide one man. 
And make imaginary puissance : 
Think, when we talk of horses, that you see them 
Printing their proud hoofs i* the receiving earth : 
For 'tis your thoughts that how must deck our kings, 

I An allusion to the circular form of the theatre. 
^ Helmets. ' PowenoCfaxie^. 
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Carry them here and there ; jumping o'er times; 
Turning the accomplishment of many years 
Into an hour-glass ; For the which supply, 
Admit me chorus to this history ; 
Who, prologue-like, your hmnble patience praj, 
Grently to hear, kindly to judge, our play. 
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ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. 

London. An Anti-Chamber in the King^s Palace. 

Enter the Archbishop of Canterbury, and Bishop 

of Ely, 

Cant. My lord, Fll tell you,— that self bill is 
urg'd. 
Which, in the eleventh yeat o' the last king s reign, 
Was like, and had indeed against us pass'd. 
But that the scambling and unquiet time 
Did push it out of further question. 

El^. But how, my lord, shall we resist it now ? 

Cant. It must be thought on. If it pass against 
us, 
We lose the better half of our possession : 
For all the temporal lands, which men devout 
By testament have given to the church. 
Would they strip from us ; being valued thus, — 
As much as would maintain, to the king's honour^ 
Full fifteen earls, and fifteen hundred knights ; 
Six thousand and two hundred good esquires ; 
And, to relief of lazars, and weak age. 
Of indigent faint souls, past corpot^ lov\<) 
A hundred aJms-houses, right weW %\x^^\\e^\ 

VOL. V. n D 
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And to the coffers of the king beside* 
A thousand pounds by the year : Thus runs the 
bill. 

Ely, This would drink deep. 

CanU Twould drink the cup and all. 

Ely. But what prevention ? 

Cant. The king is full of grace and fair regard. 

Ely. And a true lover of the holy church. 

Cant. The courses of his jouth promi8*d it noL 
The breath no sooner left his father's body, 
But that his wildness, mortified in him, 
Seem'd to die too : 3'ea, at that very moment, 
Consideration like an angel came, 
And whipp'd the offending Adam out of him ; 
Leaving his body as a paradise, 
To envelop and contain celestial spirits. 
Never was such a sudden scholar made : 
Never came reformation in a flood. 
With such a heady current, scouring faults; 
Nor never Hydra-headed wilfulness. 
80 soon did loose his seat, and all at once. 
As in this king. 

Ely. We are blessed in the change. 

Cant. Hear him but reason in divinity, 
And, all-admiring, with an inward wish 
You would desire, the king were made a prelate : 
Hear him debate of commonwealth affairs. 
You would say, — it hath been all-in-all his study: 
List * his discourse of war, and you shall hear 
A fearful battle render'd you in niusick : 
Turn him to any cause of policy. 
The Gordian knot of it he will unloose. 
Familiar as his garter ; that, when he speaks. 
The air, a charter'd libertine, is still. 
And the mute wonder lurketh in men*s ears, 
To steal his sweet and honeyed sentences ; 
So that the art and practick part of life 
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Must be the mistress to this theorick : 

Which is a wonder, how his grace should glean it, 

Since his addiction was to courses vain : 

His companies unlettered, rude, and shallow ; 

His hours filFd up with riots, banquets, sports ; 

And never noted in him any study, 

Any retirement, any sequestration 

From open haunts and popularity. 

Ely, The strawberry grows underneath the net- 
tle; 
And wholesome berries thrive and ripen best, 
Neighboured by fruit of baser quality : 
And so the prince obscur d his contemplation 
Under the veil of wildness ; which, no doubt, 
Grew like the summer grass, fastest by night. 
Unseen, yet crescive^ in his faculty. 

Cant. It must be so : for miracles are ceas'd ; 
And therefore we must needs admit the means. 
How things are perfected. 

Ely. But, my good lord. 

How now for mitigation of this bill 
Urg'd by the commons ? Doth his majesty 
Incline to it, or no ? 

Cant. He seems indifferent. 

Or, rather, swaying more upon our part. 
Than cherishing the exhibiters against us : 
For I have made an offer to his majesty, — 
Upon our spiritual convocation ; 
And in regard of causes now^ in hand. 
Which I have open'd to his grace at large. 
As touching France, — to give a greater sum 
Than ever at one time the clergy yet 
Did to his predecessors part withal. 

Ely. How did this offer seem received, my lord ? 

Cant. With good acceptance of his majesty ; 
Save, that there was not time enough to hear 
(As, I perceived, his grace would fain have done,) 

'2 Increasing. 
D D 2 




S96 Kim watn r. Im^ 

The leTenl^ and.imlwddiiii ^ 

Of bit true titlet to fome certam 

Andy genenlly, to die cfown and seat dtFamn^ 

Derirdfitwii Edward^ bit gveet giaiMUUM* 

Efy. What was the hnpedimeitt that bnfa ib 
oiF? 

Cbfff. The Frendi ambamdor, anon d 
Craved aiidieiiGe: and the boar, I tlUct k 
To 0fe Um hearing : It it four oTdock ? 

i%* Bk 

CM. Then go we ni, to knov UeeaabaHfi 
Which I cooldy widi a readj gnoH^ declv% 
Before die Rwidiman ipeaa a wotid of it, • 
Efy. rn wait upon 700 ; andllonyftohevk 



•can II. 
ARoamofStaUmAe 

Enter King Hbmry, Glostbb, BsDFoan^ EzbiiIi 
Warwick, Westmorblakd, and Attendants 

K. Hen, Where is my gracious lord of Cnfto^ 

bury? 
Exe. Not here in presence. 
K. Hen, Send for him, good uncle. 
West. Shall we call in the ambassador, mj Begs? 
K. Hen. Not yet, my cousin ; we would be is- 
solv'd, 
Before we hear him, of some things of we^ity 
That task our thoughts, concerning us in rian 



Enter the Archbishop o/*Camterburt, and BiAif 

of Ely. 

Cant. God, and his angels, guard your 
throne, 
And make you\ou^>a^co\!afe\V\ 
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K. Hen, Sure, we thank you. 

My learned lord, we pray you to proceed ; 
And justly and religiously unfold, 
Why the law Salique, that they have in France, 
Or should, or should not, bar us in our claim. 
And heaven forbid, my dear and faithful lord. 
That you should fashion, wrest, or bow your read- 
ing* 
Or nicely charge your understanding soul 

With opening titles miscreate, whose right 
Suits not in native colours with the truth ; 
For heaven doth know, how many, now in health. 
Shall drop their blood in approbation 
Of what your reverence shall incite us to : 
Therefore take heed how you impawn our person, 
How you awake the sleepmg sword of war ; 
We charge you in the name of God, take heed : 
For never two such kingdoms did contend. 
Without much fall of blood ; whose guiltless drops 
Are every one a woe, a sore complaint, 
'Gainst him,whose wrongs give edge unto the swords 
That make such waste in brief mortality. 
Under this conjuration, speak, my lord : 
And we will hear, note, and believe in heart. 
That what you speak is in your conscience washed 
As pure as sin with baptism. 

Cant. Then hear me, gracious sovereign, — and 
you peers. 
That owe your lives, your faith, and services, 
To this imperial throne ; — There is no bar 
To make against your highness' claim to France, 
But this, which they produce from Pharamond, — 
In terram Salicam mulieres ne succedanty 
JVb tvoman shall succeed in Salique land: 
Which Salique land the French unjustly gloze,^ 
To be the realm of France, and Pharamond 
The founder of this law and female bar. 

^ Explain. 

D D 3 
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Yet their own authors faithfully affirm, 
That the land Salique lies in Germany, 
Between the floods of Sala and of Elbe : 
Where Charles the great, having subdued the 

Saxons, 
There left behind and settled certain French; 
Who, holding in disdain the German women, 
For some dishonest manners of their life, 
Establish'd there this law, — to wit, no female 
Should be inheritrix in Salique land ; 
Which Salique, as I said, 'twixt Elbe and Sal% 
Is at this day in Germany call'd — Meisen. 
Thus doth it well appear, the Salique law 
Was not devised for the realm of France : 
Nor did the French possess the Salique land 
Until four hundred one and twenty years 
After defunction of king Riaramona, 
Idly supposed the founder of this law ; 
Who died within the year of our redemption 
Four hundred twenty-six ; and Charles the grett 
Subdued the Saxons, and did seat the French 
Beyond the river Sala, in the year 
Eight hundred five. Besides, their writers say. 
King Pepin, whifeh deposed Childerick, 
Did, as heir-genSral, being descended 
Of Blithild, which was daughter to king Clothair, 
Make claim and title to the crown of trance. 
Hugh Capet also, — that usurped the crown 
Of Charles the duke of Lorain, sole heir male 
Of the true line and stock of Charles the great,— 
To fine "^ his title with some show of truth, 
(Though, in pure truth, it was corrupt and naught' 
Convey 'd himself* as heir to the lady Lingare, 
Daughter to Charlemain, who was the son 
To Lewis the emperor, and Lewis the son 
Of Charles the great. Also king Lewis the tenth, 
\Mio WHS so\e \W\t \,o \)^^ wswx^er Capet, 

* Make showv or ^\^ev:\o\^^. > \i^t\\\^>\\sNj^« 
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Could not keep quiet in his conscience, 
Wearing the crown of France, till satisfied 
That fair queen Isabel, his grandmother, 
Was lineal of the lady Ermengare, 
Daughter to Charles the foresaid duke of Lorain : 
By the which marriage, the line of Charles the great 
Was re-united to the crown of France. 
So that, as clear as is the summer's sun. 
King Pepin's title, and Hugh Capet's claim. 
King Lewis his satisfaction, all appear 
To hold in right and title of the female : 
So do the kings of France unto this day ; 
Howbeit they would hold up this Salique law. 
To bar your highness claiming from the female ; 
And radier choose to hide them in a net. 
Than amply to imbare® their crooked titles 
Usurp'd from you and your progenitors. 

K. Hen. May I, with right and conscience, make 
this claim ? 

CanU The sin upon my head, dread sovereign ! 
For in the book of Numbers is it writ, — 
When the son dies, let the inheritance 
Descend unto the daughter. Gracious lord. 
Stand for your own ; unwind your bloody flag ; 
Look back unto your mighty ancestors : 
Go, my dread lord, to your great grandsire's tomb, 
From whom you claim 1 invoke his warlike spirit. 
And your great uncle's, Edward the black prince ; 
Who on the French ground play'd a tragedy. 
Making defeat on the full power of France ; 
Whiles his most mighty father on a hill 
Stood smiling, to behold his lion's whelp 
Forage in blood of French nobility. 7 
O noble English, that could entertain 
With half their forces the full pride of France ; 
And let another half stand laiighing by, 
All out of work, and cold for fiction! 

^ Lay open. 7 At t\ e baUVe ol ^t^a-vj * 
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Ely. Awake remembrance of these ▼aliant ded, 
And with your puissant arm renew their feats; 
You are their heir, you sit upon their throne ; 
The blood and courage, that renowned them. 
Runs in your veins ; and my thrice-puissant liege 
Is in the very May-mom of his youth, 
Ripe for exploits and mighty enterprizes. 

Exe. Your brother kings and monarchs of the 
earth 
Do all expect that you should rouse younelf, 
As did the former lions of your blood. 

WesU They know, your grace hath cause, ud 
means, and might ; 
So hath your highness ; never king of "RnglnmJ 
Had nobles richer, and more loyal subjects ; 
Whose hearts have lefl their bodies here in EngltT^ 
And lie pavilion'd in the fields of France. 

Cant, O, let their bodies follow, my dear liege, 
With blood, and sword, and fire, to win your right : 
In aid whereof, we of the spiritualty. 
Will raise your highness such a mighty sum, 
As never did the clergy at one time 
Bring in to any of your ancestors. 

K, Hen. We must not only arm to invade the 
French ; 
But lay down our proportions to defend 
Agairist the Scot, who will make road upon us 
With all advantages. 

Cant. They of those marches**, gracious sovereign. 
Shall be a wall sufficient to defend 
Our inland from the pilfering borderers. 

K, lien. We do not mean the coursing snatchen 
only, 
But fear the main intendment^ of the Scot, 
Who hath been still a giddy neighbour to us ; 
For you shall read that my great grandfather 
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Never went with his forces into France, 
But that the Scot on his unfurnish'd kingdom 
Came pouring, like the tide into a breach, 
With ample and brim fullness of his force ; 
Gralling the gleaned land with hot essays ; 
Girding with grievous siege, castles and towns ; 
That England, being empty of defence. 
Hath shook, and trembled at the ill neighbourhood. 

Cant. She hath been then more rear'd^ than 
harm'd, my liege : 
For hear her but exampled by herself, — 
When all her chivalry hath been in France> 
And she a mourning widow of her nobles, 
She hath herself not only well defended, 
But taken and impounded as a stray, 
The king of Scots, whom she did send to France, 
To fill king Edward's fame with prisoner kings ; 
And make your chronicle as rich with praise. 
As is the ooze and bottom of the sea 
With sunken wreck, and sumless treasuries. 

West, But there's a saying very old and true, — 

If that you tvill France tvin, 
Then mth Scotland Jirst begin : 

For once the eagle England being in prey. 
To her unguarded nest the weasel Scot 
Comes sneaking, and so sucks her princely eggs ; 
Playing the mouse, in absence of the cat. 
To spoil and havock more than she can eat. 

Exe, It follows then, the cat must stay at home : 
Yet that is but a sad necessity ; 
Since we have locks to safeguard necessaries, 
And pretty traps to catch the petty thieves. 
While that the armed hand doth fight abroad, 
The advised head defends itself at home : 
For government, though high, and low, and lower. 
Put mto parts, doth keep in one concent ; 

' Frightened. 
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Congruing^ in a. full and natural close. 
Like musick. 

Cant. True: therefore doth heaven dividi 

The state of man in divers functions, 
Setting endeavour in continual motion ; 
To which is fixed, as an aim or butt. 
Obedience : for so work the honey bees ; 
Creatures, that, by a rule in nature, teach 
The act of order to a peopled kingdom. 
They have a king and officers of sorts X'"* 
Where some, like magistrates, correct at home; 
Others, like merchants, venture trade abroad; 
Others, like soldiers, armed in their stings. 
Make boot upon the summer's velvet buds ; 
Which pillage they with merry march bring how 
To the tent-royal of their emperor : 
Who, busied in his majesty, surveys 
The singing masons building roofs of gold; 
The civil citizens kneading up the honey ; 
The poor mechanick porters crowding in 
ITieir heavy burdens at his narrow gate ; 
The sad ey'd justice, with his surly hum, 
Delivering o'er to executors-* pale 
The lazy yawning drone. I this infer, — 
That many things, having full reference 
To one concent, may work contrariously ; 
As many arrows, loosed several ways, 
Fly to one mark ; 

As many several ways meet in one town ; 
As many fresh streams run in one self sea; 
As nianv lines close in the dial's center : 
So nuiy a thousand actions, once afoot, 
End in one purpose, and be all well borne 
Without defeat. Therefore to France, my liege 
Divide your happy England into four ; 
Whereof take you one quarter into France, 
And you withal shall make all Gallia shake. 
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If we, with thrice that power left at home, 
Cannot defend our own door from the dog, 
Let us be worried, and our nation lose 
The name of hardiness, and policy. 

K, Hen. Call in the messengers, sent from the 
Dauphin. 
[ Exit an Attendant. The King ascends his throne. 
Now are we well resolved : and, by God's help. 
And yours, the noble sinews of our power, — 
France being ours, we*ll bend it to our awe. 
Or break it all to pieces 2 Or there we'll sit. 
Ruling in large and ample empery,^ 
O'er France, and all her almost kingly dukedoms ; 
Or Jay these bones in an unworthy urn, 
Tombless, with no remembrance over them : 
Either our history shall, with full mouth, 
Speak freely of our acts ; or else our grave, 
Like Turkish mute, shall have a tongueless mouth. 
Not worshipped with a waxen epitaph. 

Enter Ambassadors o/* France. 

Now are we well prepared to know the pleasure 
Of our fair cousin Dauphin ; for we hear. 
Your greeting is from him, not from the king. 

Amo. May it please your Majesty, to give us 
leave 
Freely to render what we have in charge ; 
Or shall we sparingly show you far ofF 
The Dauphin's meaning, and our embassy ? 

K. Hen. We are no tjrrant, but a Christian king ; 
Unto whose grace our passion is as subject. 
As are our wretches fetter'd in our prisons : 
Therefore, with frank and with uncurbed plainness, 
Tel] us the Dauphin's mind. 

Amb. Thus, then, in few. 

Your highness, lately sending into France, 

^ Dominion. 
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Shall strike his father's crown into the hazard : " 
Tell him, he hath made a match with such a 

wrangler, 
That alt the courts of France will be disturfo'd 
With chaces.^ And we understand him well. 
How he comes o'er us with our wilder days, 
Not measuring what use we made of them. 
We never valued this poor seat^ of England ; 
And therefore, living hence ', did give ourself 
To barbarous licence ; As 'tis ever common, 
That men are merriest when they are from home. 
But tell the Dauphin, — I will keep my state ; 
Be like a king, and show my sail of greatness, 
When I do rouse me in my throne of France: 
For that I have laid by my majesty. 
And plodded like a man for working days ; 

1 An Bpcient dance. 

7 A place in the tenni»^ourt, into which the ball ii 
comeCimes struck. * A. term at tennis. 

« The throne. ' Nrv&AiwftH^twttftaitsutt. 
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But I will rise there with so full a glory, 
That I will dazzle all the eyes of France, 
Yea, strike the Dauphin blind to look on us. 
And tell the pleasant prince, — this mock of his 
Hath turn'd his balls to gun-stones ; and his soul 
Shall stand sore charged for the wasteful vengeance 
That shall fly with them: for many a thousand 

widows 
Shall this his mock mock out of their dear husbands ; 
Mock mothers from their sons, mock castles down ; 
And some are yet ungotten, and unborn, 
That shall have cause to curse the Dauphin's scorn. 
But this lies all within the will of God, 
To whom I do appeal ; And in whose name. 
Tell you the Dauphin, I am coming on, 
To vense me as I may, and to put forth 
My rightful hand in a well-hallow'd cause. 
So, get you hence in peace ; and tell the Dauphin, 
His jest will savour but of shallow wit. 
When thousands weep, more than did laugh at it. — 
Convey them with safe conduct. — Fare you well. 

[^Exeunt Ambassadors. 

Exe, This was a merry message. 

K. Hen, We hope to make the sender blush at it. 

JiDescendsJrom his Throne. 
Therefore, my lords, omit no happy hour. 
That may give furtherance to our expedition : 
For we have now no thought in us but France ; 
Save those to heaven, that run before our business. 
Therefore^ let our proportions for these wars 
Be soon collected : and all things thought upon, 
That may with reasonable swiftness, add 
More feathers to our wings ; for, God before, 
We'll chide this Dauphin at his father's door. 
Therefore, let every man now task his thought. 
That this fair action may on foot be brought. 

[^Exeunt. 

VOL. V. E £ 
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CSkor. Now ill the ^tli of EiiglamL ut a 
And alken dalliance in the wardrobe lies ; 
Nov dirire the annouTers, and honours thou^t 
Rt^pa lohdy in dke breast of every n 
"Ouj eeU the pavtorc ttow, to buy the none; 
Fidlowii^ the ndrror ot' all Chrtsttan kings, 
VfWi wiued heell^ as English Mercuries. 
For now ntl Expectation in the air ; 
And hide* • nnnd, from hilts auto the point. 
With crowna hnperial* crawni, and coroaels, 
I^omia'd to Hanj, and his folloirers. 
The FteDch, adns'd by good mtelligence 
Of this most dreadful preparation, 
Shalce in their fear ; and with pale policy 
Seek to divert the English purposes. 
O England ! — model to thy inward greatoeti^ 
Like uttle body with a migiity heart, — 
What might'at thou do, that honour would dice da, 
Were all thy children kind and natural 1 
But aee thy fault ! France hath in thee found oat 
A neat of hallow bosome, which he fills 
With treacherous crowns : and three c or n ip tti 

men, — 
One, Richard earl of Cambridge ; and the secmi 
Henry lord Scroop of Masham ; and the third. 
Sir lliomas Grey, knight of Northumberland, — 
Have, for the gilt * of France, (O guilt, indeed!) 
Confirm'd conspiracy with fearful France; 
And by their hands this grace of kings most &> 
(If hell and treason hold their promises,) 
Ere he take (ihip foi France, and in Southan^ta- 
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Linger jour patience on ; and well digest 
The abuse of distance, while we force a play. 
The sum is paid ; the traitors are agreed ; 
The king is set from London ; and the scene 
Ib now transported, gentles, to Southampton : 
There is the playhouse now, there must you sit : 
And thence to France shall we convey you safe. 
And bring you back, charming the narrow seas 
To give you gentle pass ; for, if we may, 
Well not offend one stomach with our play. 
But, till the king come forth, and not till then. 
Unto Southampton do we shift our scene. \^Exit, 



SCENE I. 

London. Before Quickly'5 House in Eastcheap. 

Enter Nym and Bardolph. 

Bard. Well met, corporal Nym. 

Nym. Good morrow, lieutenant Bardolph. 

Bard. What, are ancient Pistol and you friends 
yet? 

j^ym. For mv part, I care not ; I say little : but 
when time shall serve, there shall be smiles ; — but 
that shall be as it may. I dare not fight; but I will 
wink, and hold out mine iron : It is a simple one ; 
but what though ? it will toast cheese ; and it will 
endure cold as another man*s sword will : and 
there's the humour of it. 

Bard. I will bestow a breakfast, to make you 
friends ; and we'll be all three sworn brothers to 
France ; let it be so, good corporal Nym. 

Nym. 'Faith, I will live so long as I may, that's 
the certain of it; and when I cannot live any longer, 
I will do as I may : that is my rest 3, that is the 
rendezvous of it. 

^ Determinat^ou. 
£ E 2 
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Bard, It u eertmof corporal, that he is married 
to Nell QnicklT : mi, oertdnly she did you wrong; 
for you wen troth-pliglit to her. 

Nym, I cannot tdl; things must be as ihe^ 
may: msn may iloep, and they may have theu 
throats abont theiB at that time ; aod, some est, 
kniTOi bare e4gea. It most be as it may : though 
padouce be a bred marc^ yet she will plod. Then 
. 1. 1„_- — -^^ I cannot tell. 



Enter PnTOl. and Mrs. Quickly. 

Bard, Here comeo anciant Pistol, and his mfe: 
— good corporal, be patient here. — How an*, 
mine boat Futol ? "^ 

i>uf. Bate tike*, calTat thou me — hot 
NoFi by Uui hand, I iwear, I scorn the ti 
Nor ibul my Nell keep lodgers. a 

Qftidi. No, by my troth, not low; ^ytat iMm 1 
Aw inon^ Owell-a-day, I^y, if be 00 mkfaM | 
now! O Lord ! here's corporal Nym'a— now itaB 
we have wilful murder committed. Good lietffr 
nant Bardolph, — ^aoA corporal, oKr nothing btK 

Num. Pish! 

Pta. Pish for thee, Iceland dog 1 tiboo cor af 
Iceland ! 

Q^ick. Good corporal Nym, ibow tbe Talovrf 
a man, and put up thy swonL 

Nym. Will you shogoff? iTOuldbavejoaMlifc 
ZSkeaOamgldimml 

Put. Solut, egregious dog ? O T^>er vile I 
The toliH in tiiy most marv^ous fitce ; 
The toiia in thy teeth, and in thy throat, 
And in thy hateful lungs, yea, ta thy maw, P^^^*' 

Nj/m. I am not Barbaaon * ; you cannot coi^ 
me. I have an humour to knock ^ou iqdifereadj 
well : If you grow foul with me, Putol, I will nmt 
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you with my rapier, as I may, in fair terms : and 
that's the humour of it. 

Pist. O braggard vile, and desperate furious 
wight ! 
The grave doth gape, and doting death is near ; 
Therefore exhale. ^ [Pistol and Nym draiv. 

Bard, Hear me, hear me what I say : — he that 
strikes the first /Stroke, Til run him up to the hilts, 
as I am a soldier. [^Draivs. 

Pist, An oath of mickle might ; and fury shall 
abate. 
Give me thy fist, thy fore-foot to me give ; 
Thy spirits are most tall. 

Ni^. I will cut thy throat, one time or other, in 
fair terms ; that is the humour of it. 

Pist. Coup le gorge, that's the word ? — I thee 
defy again. 

hound of Crete ^, think'st thou my spouse to 

get? 

1 have, and I will hold, the quondam ^ Quickly 
For the only she ; and — Pauca, there's enough. 

Enter the Boy. 

Boi/. Mine host. Pistol, you must come to my 
master, — and you, hostess ; — he is very sick, and 
would to bed. — Taith he's very ill. 

Q^ick. By my troth, he'll yield the crow a pudding 
one of these days : the king has killed his heart. — 
Good husband, come home presently. 

[Exeunt Mrs. Quickly and Boy. 

Bard. Come, shall I make you two friends ? We 
must to France together; Why, should we keep 
knives to cut one another's throats ? 

Pist. Let floods o'erswell, and fiends for food 
howl on ! 

t Breathe your last, » Blood-hound. ^> VoTm«t\>j 

£ E ^ 



SIO 

Ngm^ Yoall pqr mt iIm dghtiiTTigiriiWii^ 
yoaafcbettmff? 

iVif. Bwe M the dsfe duit pm. 

JN^ That now I will hm; Oa^n Urn 
afit. 

PmC. Ai manhood Jan coBipa i uid I V^A 

Bard. Bf this iword, he Oat makei the Int 
throit, ril kill him ; bj difa fwiQffd, I.vilL 

PitL Sword is an oath, and oadia 
their courae. 

Bard. Corporal Nym, anthoa wilt beflMni^li 
firiendi: an then wilt not, why than be cnaaia 
with me too. IVythee, pnt op. 

A^ I ihall haTO mjr eight dUniivi^ Iwwtf 
youtftbettinff? 

PitL AnoUe^ihaltdKNihacvc^aBdpflaaHtpy; 
And U^or likewise will I jirre to Aee^ 
And fiiendship shall combme, and hrotherhasi: 
ni live bj Nym, and Nym shall Kre by ne;— 
Is not this just ? — for I shall sutler be 
Unto the camp, and profits will accrue. 
Give me thy hand. 
Nym, I shall have my noble ? 
Ptst. In cash most justly paid. 
i\^. Well then, that's the humour of iu 

Re-ent^ Mrs. Quickly. 

Q^ick. As you ever came of women, cone a 
quickly to sir John : Ah, poor heart 1 he is so dnU 
of a burning quotidian tertian, that it is moit li- 
mentable to behold. Sweet men, come to hia. 

Nym. The king hath run bad humours oa tte 
knight, that's the even of it. 

Pist. Nym, thou hast spoke the 
His heart is fracted and corroborate. 



» A coin, va\>\^ twk ^u^tt:^ «w 
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Nym^ The king is a good king : but it must be 
as it may ; he passes some humours, and careers. 

Pist. Let us condole the knight ; for, lambkins, 
we will live. \^ExeunU 



SCENE II. 

, Southampton. A Council'Chamber, 

Enter Exeter, Bedford, and Westmoreland. 

Bed, By heaven, his grace is bold, to trust these 

traitors. 
Exe. They shall be apprehended by and by. 
Weitn How smooth and even they do bear them- 
selves ! 
As if allegiance in their bosoms sat. 
Crowned with faith, and constant loyalty. 

Bed, The king hath note of all that they intend. 
By interception which they dream not of. 

Exe. Nay, but the man that was his bedfellow 
Whom he hath cloy'd and grac'd with princely fa- 
vours, — 
That he should, for a foreign purse, so sell 
His sovereign's life to death and treachery 1 

Trumpet sounds. Enter King Henry, Scroop, 
Cambridge, Grey, Lords, and Attendants. 

K. Hen, Now sits the wind fair, and we will 
aboard. 

My lord of Cambridge, — and my kind lord of Ma- 
sham, — 

And you, my gentle knight, give me your 

thoughts : 

Think you not, that the powers we beat Vv^ \m^ 

Will cut their passage through tlie fetee oi '^xvs^w^^ 



sin una taam ^ &Mtfc 

Doiog the exseatuMH and die aoty 

For which we h«Te in head> eMtimbled flMBi? 

Scroop* No doubt, my li^e, if eedi «eb do lii 
bert. 

K.Heiu I doubt not that: sinoewene 
•uaded. 

We carry not a heart with ua from henoa^ 
That growa not in a fiur oonaent widi oora: 
Nor leaire not one bdiind» that dotih not wiA 
Succeas and conquest to attend on na. 

Cam* Never was monarch better ftai^i^ sal 

Than is your majesty; there'a not, I tbni^ai 

Ject, 
That, sits m heart-srief and uneasineaa 
Under the sweet shade of your _ 
Omf. Even those^ that were your lliAeA 

miesy 
Have steep'd their galls in honey ; and do aiaiajsa 

With hearts create of duty and of seaL 

K.Hen. We therefore have great cauae of thsnk- 
fulness ; 
And shall forget the office of our hand. 
Sooner than quittance^ of desert and merit, 
According to the weight and worthinesa. 

Scroop, So service shall with steeled ainews tsil; 
And labour shall refresh itself with hope ; 
To do your grace incessant services. 

K. Hen. We judge no less. — Uncle of Exeter, 
Enlarge the man committed yesterday. 
That raird against our person : we conaider. 
It was excess of wine that set him on ; 
And, on his more advice, we pardon him. 

Scroop, That's mercy, but too mudi secnritjr: 
Let him be punish'd, sovereign ; lest example 
Breed, by his sufferance, more of such a kmd. 

K, Hen. O, \et \^& ^et be merciful. 

« Force. 
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Cam. So may your highness, and yet punish too« 
Crrei/. You show great mercy, if you give him 
life. 
After the taste of much correction. 

K, Hen. Alas, your too much love and care of 
me 
Are heavy orisons^ *gainst this poor wretch. 
If little faults, proceeding on distemper. 
Shall not be wink'd at, how shall we stretch our 

eye. 
When capital crimes, chew'd, swallow'd, and di- 
gested. 
Appear before us? — We'll yet enlarge that man, 
Though Cambridge, Scroop, and Grey, — in their 

dear care. 
And tender preservation of our person, — 
Would have him punish'd. And now to our French 

causes ; 
Who are the late^ commissioners? 

Cam. I one, my lord ; 
Your highness bade me ask for it to-day. 
Scroop. So did you me, my liege. 
Grey. And me, my royal sovereign. 
K. Hen. Then, Riphard, earl of Cambridge, there 
is yours ; — 
There yours, lord Scroop of Masham ; — and, sir 

knight. 
Grey of Normumberland, this same is yours : — 
Read them; and know, I know your worthiness. — 
My lord of Westmoreland, — and uncle Exeter, — 
We will aboard to-night. — Why, how now, gentle- 
men? 
What see you in those papers, that you lose 
So much complexion ? — look ye, how they change 1 
Their cheeks are paper. — Why, what read you 
there, 

* Prayers. * Lately a^poVoXadi* 
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Tbit hath so cowvdtd and dbMiPd jior UBii 
Out rfappmnwca? 

Conn. I do oonfisM fliif finkx 

And do submit me to Tour highnriw^— bcj^ 

Grw. Scroop. Towch wo-riLippMl .. .. 

K*Uen. The mercy, that was qmdi^.ni «Wt 
late^ 
Bjr your own counael is suppeaas^d and kilNt< 
Koa muiA not dare^ fi»r shiupe^ to taUb of iaMft 
For TOUT own reasons torn into yoor t 
As oogs upon their masters* w orf t ii^ 
See you, mr princesi andmy nolmp* 
These En^usli monsters! My ~ 

here,— * • j »>!#■• 

You knoiTy how ^t our lore was^ to aaMad 
To furnish him with aU l^pertittanla ..t--' 
Belonging to his honour; iM^ddiia aaatt -«'.''' 

Hath, for. a few liffht crowns, lightly oonspnV 
And sworn unto uie practices m Vwmaem^ 
To kill us here in Hampton : to the which* 
This knight, no less for bounty bound to us 
Than Cambridge is, — hath likewise sworn —BatO! 
What shall I say to thee, lord Scroop ; thou cnA 
Ingrateful, savage, and inhuman creature 1 
Thou, that didst bear the key of all my counsdib 
That kuew'st the very bottom of my soul. 
That almost might'st have coin'd me into gdd, 
Would'st thou have practis'd on me for thy me? 
May it be possible, Uiat foreign hire 
Could out of thee extract one spark of evil. 
That might annoy my finger? 'tis so strange^ 
That though the truth of it stands off as gross 
As black trom white, my eye wiU scarcdy see it 
Treason, and murder, ever kept toffether. 
As two yoke-devils sworn to either s purpose^ 
Working so grossly in a natural cause, 
That admiratvow did not whoop at them : 
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But tbouy 'gaingt all proportion, didst bring in 
Wonder, to wait on treason, and on murder : 
And whatsoever cunning fiend it was, 
That wrought upon thee so preposterously, 
Gave thee no instance why thou should'st do trea- 
son. 
Unless to dub thee with the name of traitor. 
If that same daemon, that hath gull'd thee thus. 
Should with his lion gait^, walk the whole world. 
He might return to vasty Tartar ^ back. 
And tell the legions — I can never win 
A soul so easy as that Englishman's. 
O, how hast thou with jealousy infected 
The sweetness of affiance ! Show men dutiful ? 
Why, so didst thou : Seem they grave and learned? 
Why, so didst thou : Come they of noble family ? 
Why, so didst thou : Seem they religious ? 
Why, so didst thou : Or are the^ spare in diet ; 
Free from gross passion, or of mirth, or anger ; 
Constant in spirit, not swerving with the blood ; 
Gamish'd ana deck'd in modest complement;^ 
Not working with the eye, without the ear, 
Andy but in purged judgment, trusting neither? 
Such, and so finely bolted ^, didst thou seem : 
And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot. 
To mark the full-fraught man, and best indued. 
With some suspicion. I will weep for thee ; 
For this revolt of thine, methinks, is like 
Another fall of man. — Their faults are open. 
Arrest them to the answer of the law ; — 
And heaven acquit them of their practices ! 

Ejx» I arrest thee of high treason, by the name 
of Richard earl of Cambridge. 

I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of 
Henry lord Scroop of Masham. 

I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of 
Thomas Grey, knight of Northumberland. 

^ Pace, step. ** Tartanis. ^ Accomp\\?\\mev\\- ^ S\K\.fi^. 
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Sarotf. Our pqipoM> Gtod Joady Ifli jhojirfl 
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rtnd T rrnnnt mr finilt mnrn thin mj flwltj • 
Which I beseecn your hiAww to tbrgn^ 
Althoof^ my body pay ue prioe of k. .. 

Qnn. Forme»— the geUT of nmeo did 
duce; 
Although I did admit it at a motive^ 
The sooner to eftct ivhat I intended > 
BiU hea;v«ii be thanked fiv prarentkiii ; 
Which I in luffisrance hearaly will njeice^ 
Beaeechinff God, and jrou, to pardoD me. 

Gfvy. Never did fiuthfbl 8iib|ect more lejoiee 
At the diicovery of moat dangerooa tre 
Than I do aft thia hoar jor o'er m^rad^ 
Revented from a damniBa etttemue s 
My fimlt, but not my bod^» parcmiy aovete^Bi 

JT. /fen. God quit you m his mercy I ^ 
sentence. 
You have conspired against our royal _ 
Join'd with an enemy prodaim'd, and "from hiieif^ 

fers 
Receiv d the golden earnest of our death ; 
Wherein you would have sold your king to daaghler, 
His princes and his peers to servitude. 
His subjects to oppression and contempt. 
And bis whole kingdom unto desolation. 
Touching our person, seek we no revenge; 
But we our kingdom's safety must so tender, 
Whose ruin you three sought, that to her laws 
We do deliver you. Get you therefore heaoc^ 
Poor miserable wretches, to your death : 
The taste whereof, God, of his mercy, give jm 
Fkitience to endure, and true repentance 
Of all your dear offisnces ! — Bear them hencei 

[Exeunt Conspirators, f a wit ' 
Now, lords, for France ; the enterprise wlieresf | 
Shall be to you^ «& >]&^ like elorioua. 
We doubt not oi «l ^«« «xA\\\!(^ ^««\ 
Since heavet\ ao ^^icvavsa^Tj \asdci\stwv^V(k^ 
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This dangerous treason, lurking in our way, 
To hinder our beginnings, we doubt not now, 
But every rub is smoothed on our way. 
Then forth, dear countrymen ; let us deliver 
Our puissance into the hand of God, 
Putting it straight in expedition. 
Cheerly to sea ; the signs of war advance : 
No king of England, if not king of France. 

[^Exeunt^ 

SCENE III. 

London. Mrs. Quickly'; House in Eastcheap. 

Enter Pistol, Mrs. Quickly, Nym, Bardolph^ 

and Boy. 

Quick. Pr*ythee, honey-sweet husband, let me 
bring thee to Staines. 

Pist. No ; for my manly heart doth yeam.2 — 
Bardolph, be blithe ; — Nym, rouse thy vaunting 

veins ; 
Boy, bristle thy courage up ; for Falstaff he is dead. 
And we must yearn therefore. 

Bard. 'Would, I were with him, wheresome'er 
he is. 

Qjuick. Nay, sure, he's in Arthur's bosom, if ever 
man went to Arthur's bosom. 'A made a finer end, 
and went away, an it had been any christom^ child ; 
'a parted even just between twelve and one, e'en at 
turning o'the tide : for after I saw him fumble with 
the sheets, and play with flowers, and smile upon 
his finger's ends, I knew there was but one way ; for 
his nose was as sharp as a pen, and 'a babbled of 
green fields. How now, sir John? quoth I: what, 
man ! be of good cheer. So 'a cried out — God, 
God, God ! three or four times : now I, to comfort 
him, bid him, 'a should not think of Go^\ Wv^'^^^^ 

« Grieve. s A child not more tViwv ti \«votv^ ^^ 

VOL. V. p y 
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there was no need to tfooble Unaelf wHii anrMl 
thougfati yet t So, 'a bade mm iuf mow clottM m 
bit feet: Iput my hand into the bod, and lUtthai^ 
and they were as cold as anr stone ; Aen I Mt to 
his Imeesy and all was as cola as aoiiy afowi 

Num. They say, he tried ont of anek; 

(^ Ay^that'adUL 

Bard. And of wmnen. 

Qajdb. Nay^ that 'a did not. 

B<^» Yes, that 'a did ; and said, theyii eia dsi ih 
mcamate. 

Qfddt. 'A could never abide camatioBf iMvs 
colour he never liked. . 

Bard* Well, he is gone, and all Ike ridMB Igrt 
in his service. 

Nym. ffludl we diog off? the khf will be pm 
from (9k>othanipton. 

Put. Come, let's away. — My love, give Hetly 
lips. 
Look to my chattels, and my moveables : 
Let senses rule ; the word is, Pitch and Pay; 
Trust none ; 

For oaths are straws, men's faiths are wafer cstai 
And hold-fast is the only dog, my duck ; 
Therefore, caveto be thy counsellor. 
Go, clear thy crystals. — Yoke-fellows in arms, 
Let us to France ! like horse-leeches, my boys; 
To suck, to suck, the very blood to suck ! 

Bay. And that is but unwholesome food, thej 
say. 

Pist. Touch her soft mouth, and march. 

Bard. Farewell, hostess. [Kissing her. 

Nym. I cannot kiss, that is the humour of it ; M 
adieu. 

Pist. Let housewifery appear ; keep dose, I disi 
command. 

Q^ick. ¥aTewe\\; ^\^>\. {Esm^ 
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SCENE IV. 

France. A Room in the French King'^ Palace. 

Enter the French King attended; the Dauphin, the 
Duke o/* Burgundy, the Constable, and others. 

Fr» King. Thus come the English with full power 
upon us ; 
And more than carefully it us concerns. 
To answer royally in our defences. 
Therefore the Dukes of Berry, and of Bretagne, 
Of Brabant, and of Orleans, shall make forth, — 
And you, prince Dauphin, — with all swift despatch. 
To line, and new repair, our towns of war, 
With men of courage, and with means defendant : 
For England his approaches makes us fierce. 
As waters to the sucking of a gulph. 
It fits us then, to be as provident 
As. fear may teach us, out of late examples 
Left by the fatal and neglected English 
Upon our fields. 

Dau. My most redoubted father, 

It is most meet we arm us Against the foe : 
For peace itself should not so dulH a kingdom, 
(Though war, nor no known quarrel, were in ques- 
tion,) 
But that defences, musters, preparations, 
Should be maintained, aRsembled, and collected, 
As were a war in expectation. 
Therefore, I say, 'tis meet we all go forth. 
To view the sick and feeble parts of France : 
And let us do it with no show of fear ; 
No, with no more, than if we heard that England 
Were busied with a Whitsun morrice-dance ; 
For, my good Hege, she is so idly king*d, 

* lender it callous, \T\setvi\VAe. 

F P 2 
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Her fceiiter so fimtasticaUir borne , 

B? ft vauiy giddy, dialloir, numoroiis joAh, 
Tnat fear attendi her not. 

Cam. O peace, pA>ce Pwifiii! 

You are too much mittaken in thb Idi^* 
Queatum your grace the late ambM8a£a%~» 
\ll^th what great itate he heard thieir cniiMy, 
How well supplied with noble counaellomi 
How modest m exception*, and, widud. 
How terrible in constant resolution, -* 
And you s}iall find, his vanitiea fi weyf 
Were but the outside of the Romaa Bratm^ 
Coyisring discretion with a coat of fUlj. 

JOau^ Well, 'tis not so, mjjr lord hi^ ' 
But though we think it so^ it iano aalftarx 
In cases of defence^ 'tis best to we^ 
The enemy more miffhty than he ae e iii > » 
So the proportions of defence are fill*d ; 
Which, of a weak and nis^ardly pro}octioii, 
Doth, like a miser, spoil his coat, with scanting 
A little cloth. 

JPr. King. Think we king Harry strong; 
And, princes, look, you strongly arm to meet hin* 
The kindred of him hath been flesh'd upon us; 
And he is bread out of that bloody stram,* 
That haunted us in our familiar paths : 
Witness our too much memorable shame. 
When Cressy battle fatally was struck. 
And all our princes captiv'd, by the hand 
Of that black name, Edward black prince of Waki: 
Whiles that his mountain sire — on mountain stanl- 

in^. 
Up in the air, crown*d with the golden sun, — 
Saw his heroical seed, and smil*d to see him 
Mangle the work of nature. 
This is a stem 

0( that victOTious stock : and let us fear 
The native Tcn|^Yi\Ati»B%^^xi^^»a^ ^\sSqqdu 
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Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Ambassadors from Henry king of England 
Do crave admittance to your majesty. 
Fr. King. We'll give them present audience. 
Go, and bring them. 

[Exeunt Mess, and certain Lords. 
You see this chase is hotly foUow'd, friends. 
Dau. Turn head, and stop pursuit ; for coward 
dogs 
Most spend their mouths, when what they seem to 

threaten, 
Runs far before them. Good my sovereign. 
Take up the English short ; and let them know 
Of what a monarchy you are the head : 
Self-love, my liege, is not so vile a sin 
As self-neglecting. 

Re-enter Lords, xjoith Exeter and Train. 

Ft. King. From our brother England ? 

Exe. From him ; and thus he greets your majesty. 
He wills you, in the name of the Almighty, 
That you divest yourself, and lay apart 
The borrowed glories, that, by gift of heaven, 
Hy law of nature, and of nations 'long 
To him, and to his heirs ; namely, the crown, 
And all wide-stretched honours that pertain, 
By custom and the ordinance of times, 
Imto the crown of France. That you may know, 
Tis no sinister, nor no awkward claim, 
Pick*d from the worm-holes of long-vanish'd days. 
Nor from the dust of old oblivion rak'd, 
He sends you this most memorable line, 

[Gives a paper. 
In every branch truly demonstrative ; 
Willing you overlook this pedigree •. 
And, when you find him avenly AetWd 

F F ^ 
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Brom Sis nuMit iim*d of ftnow 
Edward the third, he bidf yon Aen mn 
Yocnr crown and kmgdoin, indnethr baft 
Erom hhB» the nattre.and true chattaagar* 

Fr.Kmg. Or elae» iHiat IbDowa ? 

Exe» BioodvcoDitramt;fbrirjoa|ddadMi 
Even in your neartt, there will m rikm ftr kt 
And therefore in fierce tempeat ia lie oanri^i^ 
In thundery and in earthqnalcet like a Java; 
(That, if reqoiring iiul» he will ooaqMl i) 
And bids yon, in the bowds of the jLora^ 
DeUrer up the crown ; and to take roacof 
On the poor •oals» for whom thia hiugnr war 
Opens Ins Taatj iawa : and on your mm 
Tama he the wioows' tear% the ofphanaT criai^ 
The dead men'a blood, the pining maiden'ag 
For hasbands» fhthen, and belrottied hvm% 
That shall be swallow'd llHhis controreny. 
This is his claim, his threatening, and my — 
Unless the Dauphin be in presence here. 
To whom expressly I brinff greeting too. 

JPr. King, For us, we will consider of this fiirdier : 
To-morrow shall you bear our full intent 
Back to our brother England* 

Dau. For the Dauphin, 

I stand here for him ; What to him from Enffland? 

Exe. Scorn, and defiance; slight regard con- 
tempt, 
And any thing that may not misbecome 
The mighty sender, doth he prize you at* 
Thus says my king ; and, if your father^s highncM 
Do not, in grant of all demands at large, 
Sweeten the bitter mock you sent his majesty. 
Hell call you to so hot an answer for it, 
That caves and womby vaultages of Fhmce 
Shall chide your trespass, and return your mock 
In second accent o^ nvb oxdckance. 

Dau. Say, IE tiv^ iaxhec xciA^x ^« \«^^ ( 

It ia agunst my 'wiW •. ^ot \ ^«wt^ 
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Nothing but odds with England ; to that end, 
As matching to his youth and vanity, 
I did present him witb those Paris balls. 

Exe, He*U make your Paris Louvre shake for it» 
Were it the mistress court of mighty Europe : 
And, be assur'd, you*ii find a di^rence, 
(As we, his subjects, have in wonder found,) 
Between the promise of his greener days, 
And these he masters now : now he weighs time, 
Even to the utmost grain ; which you shall read 
In your own losses, if he stay in France. 

Fr, King. To-morrow, shall you know our mind 
at full. 

Exe. Despatch us with all speed, lest that our 
king 
Come here himself to question our delay ; 
For he is footed in this land already. 

Fr. King. You shall be soon despatched, with 
Sir conditions : 
A night is but small breath, and little pause. 
To answer matters of this consequence. [^Exeunt. 



ACT THE THIRD. 



Enter Chorus. 



Chor. Thus with imagined wing our swift scene 
flies. 
In motion of no less celerity 
Than that of thought. Suppose, that you have seen 
The well-appointed king at Hampton pier 
Embark his royalty ; and his brave fleet 
With silken streamers the young Phoebus fan.uvw^« 
Play with vour fancies ; ana in them beho\d> 
Upon the hempen tackle, ship-boys c\\m\>m^** 
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Hew ^ Bhrill whistle, which doth order give 
To Mnuds contuB'd ; behold the threaden Rails, 
Bone with the invigibte and creeping wind, 
Dmr tile huge bottoniG through the furrow'd nes, 
Bmiting the lofty surge : O, do but think. 
Toil ittnd upon the rivage^ and behold 
A atj-fia the inconstant billows dancing ; 
For A Ufme&n this fleet tnajestical. 
Hldd^ one course to Hartleur. Follow, foUoir! 
OwBPle jDur minds to sternage ^ of this ntrj ; 
Ana leave your England, as dead midnight still, 
Gouded with grandsires, babies, and old women, 
Or put, or not arriv'd to, pith and puissance ; 
For who IB he, whose chin is but enrich'd 
Wiib one appealing liair, that will not follow 
llien cull'd and choice-drawn cavalierB to Tnactf 
Work, work your thoughts, and therein seeaiiep: 
Behold the ordnance on their carriaget, 
With fetal mouths gaping on girded Harflew> 
Suppose, the ambassador from the F^mch cW* 

back; 
Tells Harry — that the king doth offer him 
Katherine his daughter ; and with her, to dowr^. 
Some petty and unprofitable dukedoms. 
The offer likes nut : and the nimble gunno*, 
With liniitock ' now the dreadful cannon toudMi 
lAhrum; and Cliamben^ g>^ 
And down goes all before them. Still be Idnd, 
And eke out our performance with vour mio^ 

[M 

■ Etonk or shore. • Stem* of the iIivl 

' The staff which hoIJi the match oied b Uf 

winnon u Small piece) of ordoM* 
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SCENE T. 

Before Harfieur. 

Alarums^ Enter King Henry, Exeter, Bedford, 
Gloster, and Soldiers, laith Scaling Ladders* 

K. Hen* Once more unto the breach, dear friends, 

once more ; 
Or close the wall up with our English dead ! 
In peace, there's nothing so becomes a man. 
As modest stillness and humility : 
But when the blast of war blows in our ears, 
Then imitate the action of the tiger ; 
Stiffen the sinews, summon up the blood. 
Disguise fair nature with hard-favour'd rage ; 
Then lend the eye a terrible aspect ; 
Let it pry through the portage of the head, 
like the brass cannon ; let the brow o'erwhelm it, 
As fearfully, as doth a galled rock 
O'erhand and jutty ^ his confounded ^ base, 
Swilled with the wild and wasteful ocean. 
Now set the teeth, and stretch the nostril wide ; 
Hold hard the breath, and bend up every roirit 
To his full height ! — On, on, you noblest English, 
Whose blood is fet * from fathers of war-proof ! 
Fathers, that, like so many Alexanders, 
Have, in these parts, from morn till even fought. 
And sheath'd their swords for lack of argument. * 
Dishonour not your mothers ; now attest. 
That those, whom you call'd fathers, did beget you ! 
Be copy now to men of grosser blood. 
And teach them how to war ! -- And you, good 

yeomen, 
Whose limbs were made in England, show us here 

3 A mole to withstand the encroachment oC tl\« tvL^ 
*Wora, wii3ted. * Fetched. * 'NV«XX«c^v&J>j«X, 



Tlw mettle of yow pMOp«| lat u «^n» 

Tint joa are wwATOorbreadiiv; nUdilMk 

not; ■ 
Fw there U none of you go mean and base, 
That hath not noble lustre in your eyes. 
I KO jfoa atand like grey-hounds in the slips. 
Straining upon the start. Tbe game's afoot; 
Follow your apirit: and, upon tbis cliai^, , 

Cix— God for Harry! England! and Saint Geo^t , 
t£a«ptf. Alarum, and Chamitnga^ 




Forea jmui overt tieii nter Nn^ BilwllfHI 
Pistol, and Boj. 

Bard. On, on, on, on, on] to the bre*dl,toAi 
breach ! 

Num. 'Pray thee, corporal, stay ; theknoAat 
too not ; and, for mine own part, I have not a cai 
of lives : the humour of it la too hot, that k dl 
veiT ptain-song of it. 

Put. Hie pTain-Eong is moat jnat ; for hoan 
.do abound ; 
Knocks go and come ; God's vaaaala drop and Hi; 
And sword and shield. 
In bloody field, 
Doth win immortal fome. 



I woiud give all my fame for a pot of alti flt 
safety. 

Pta. And I: 

If wUti«« would prevail widi mc^ 
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Boy. As duly, but not as truly, as bird doth sing 
on bough. 

Enter Fluellen. 

Flu. Up to the preaches, you rascals ! will you 
not up to the preaches ? ^Driving them Jbnvard. 

Pist* Be merciful great duke, to men of mould ! 
Abate thy rage, abate thy manly rage ! 
Abate thy rage, great duke ! 
Good bawcock, bate thy rage ; use lenity sweet 
chuck ? 

Nym. These be good humours ! — - your honour 
wins bad humours. 

^Exeunt Nym, Pistol, and Bardolph, 
foflofuaed by Fluellen. 

Boy. As young as I am, I have observed these 
three swashers. I am boy to them all three : but all 
they three, though they would serve me, could not 
be man to me ; ^r, indeed, three such anticks do 
not amount to a man. For Bardolph, — he is white- 
livered, and red-faced ; by the means whereof, 
'a faces it out, but fights not. For Pistol, — he 
hath a killing tongue, and a quiet sword ; by the 
means whereof *a breaks words, and keeps whole 
weapons. For Nym, — he hath heard tnat men 
of few words are the best ^ men ; and therefore he 
scorns to say his prayers, lest a' should be thought 
a coward; but his few bad words are match'd 
with as few good deeds ; for 'a never broke any 
man's head but his own ; and that was against a 
post, when he was drunk. They will steal any 
thing, and call it — purchase. Bardolph stole a 
lute-case ; bore it twelve leagues, and sold it for 
three halfpence. Nym, and Bardolph, are sworn 
brothers in filching; and in Calais they stole a fire- 
shovel : I knew, by that piece of service, the men 

" Bravest. 
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wm14 Ghny coaU.^ They would have me » Ih 
miliir with men's pockets, as their glovea w thu 
hutdkBrotuefe : which makes much against mj attr 
hoo4( if I dinuld take from another's pocket, to p« 
into mine ; fbr it is plain poeketiog up of imD|;i. 
I iqnK lam them, and seek some betterienict; 
thoir villHBj- goei against my weak stomach. 

[£»l Boi. 



Fluellen, Gov f.R JitUamnp 

Got. Ciptain Fluellen, you must come prcMOii! 
to the minea ; the duke ofGloBter would speak wiu 
you. 

.FIm. To the mines ! tell you the duke, It is iuk 
•o good to come to the mines : For, look you, ttw 
minM ia not according to the disciplines of the w; 
the concavities of it ia not sufficient ; for, look ymu 
th' adiTerury (you may discuss unto the dukt. 
look you,) is dignt'-' himself four yards under ibe 
cotrntenuines : I think, 'a wil) plow up all. if iherr 
ig not better directioDs. 

Gow. The duke of Gloater, to whom the oadarf 
•ihe siege is given, ia altogether dinged by ■■ laA- 
man ; a very valiant gentleman, i'fiuth. 

Flu. It is captain Macmorris, i> it not? 

Goa. I think, it be. 



Flu. He ia an aas, as in the 'orld : I will foift 
as much in his peard : he has no more ilii 1 1 IJiie ■ 
the true diacipIineB of the wars, kwk yon, of Aa 



Raman disciplines, than i« a puppy-dog. 

Enter Macuorris and Jamt, at a rfirfsMf. 

Goto. Here 'a comes ; and the Scota OpHifc 
cwUin Jamy, with him. 

Ftm. Captain Jamy is a marrellous fldmoa £•• 
[1| iiian.TMt'inrrrrTiin ^^^ -iTn^mii i umliliwi, W^ 
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^ge, in the ancient wars, upon my particular 
idge of his directions : he will maintain his 
3nt as well as any military man in the 'orld, 
lisciplines of the pristine wars of the Romans. 
y, I say, gud-day, captain fluellen. 
God-den to your worship, goot captain Jamy. 
. How now, captain Macmorris ? have you 
e mines ? have the pioneers given o'er ? 
. Tish ill done : the work ish give over, the 
(t sound the retreat. By my hand, I swear, 
' my father's soul, the work ish ill done ; it 
e over : J would have blowed up the town in 
ir. O, tish ill done, tish ill done ; by my 
ush ill done ! 

Captain Macmorris, I peseech you now, will 
utsafe me, look you, a few disputations with 
partly touching or concerning the disciplines 
war, the Roman wars, in the way of argu- 
3ok you, and friendly communication ; parUy, 
fy my opinion, and partly, for the satisfac- 
^ok you, of my mind, as touching the direc- 
the military discipline ; that is the point. 
I. It sail be very gud, gud feith, gud cap- 
ith : and I sail quit ^ you with gud leve, as I 
ck occasion ; that sail I, marry. 
. It is no time to discourse, the daj is hot, 
\ weather, and the wars, and the kmg, and 
:es ; it is no time to discourse. The town 
iched, and the trumpet calls us to the breach ; 
talk, and do nothing ; 'tis shame for us all : 
ne to stand still ; it is shame, by my hand : 
ere is throats to be cut, and works to be 
Bind there ish nothing done. 
<. By the mess, ere Uieise eyes of mine ^take 
Ives to slumber, aile do gude service, or aile 
the grund for it ; ay, or go to death ; and 
r it as valorously as I may, that sal I surely 

' Requite, answer. 

^' G G 
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do, that h lite brelf and the long ; Mary, I wad full 
bin heird lomc question 'tween you Iway. 

FU. Cqitoin MacmurriH, I think, look ;oil, 
under your correction, there is not many o( jam 

Mae. Of my nation ? What ish my nation? iiii 
R TBIein, end i bastard, and a knave, and a raiol? 
WhetWuDTitttion? Who talks of my nation? 

flit.' Loot jrou, if you take the matter otherwJM 
thm to meant, captain Macmorrie, peradventure, 1 
■haO diink you do not use me with that af^Uit; U 
in^WMtionjou ought to use me, look you:l>eiiir 
W goot • man as vonrKelf, both in the disciplines N 
wan, and in due derivation of my birth, and in otbff 
paitkniaritiea. 

Mae, I do not know you so good a man » nj* 
adf : 1 will cut off your head. 

Goo, Gentlemen both, you will mistake tttk 
other. 

Jam- Au ! that's a fool &u]L 

lA Parley lOKwM 

Gam. The town Bounds a parley. 

Fht. Captain Macmorria, ^eu tlwre b MK 
better opportunity to be required, look yon, I «9 
be so bold as to tell you, I know the diacnliBeitf 
war ; and there is an end. fSMtmt. 



SCENE III. 

Be^ the Gaiet o/'Harfienr. 

The Governor and tome Citixent oh ffe WAt ^ 
English Forcei Mod. Enter King Hnntl mi 
Ms Train. 

K. Hen. How -yVL teulvei the govenwr of At ' 
town? 
Thto ia the Ulwl v»\« w« wa. «&««.-. 
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• 

Therefore to our best mercy give yourselves : 

Or, like to men proud of destruction, 

Defy us to our worst : for, as I am a soldier, 

(A name, that, in my thoughts, becomes me best,) 

If I begin the battery once again, 

I will not leave the half-achieved Harfleur, ' 

Till in her ashes she lie buried. 

The gates of mercy shall be all shut up ; 

And theflesh*d soldier, — trough and hard of heart,—- 

In liberty of bloody hand, shall range. 

What is it then to me, if impious war, — 

Array'd in flames, like to the prince of fiends, — 

Do, with his smirched ^ complexion, all fell ^ feats 

Enlink'd to waste and desolation ? 

What is't to me, when you yourselves are cause ? 

What rein can hold licentious wickedness. 

When down the hill he holds his fierce career ? 

We may as bootless ^ spend our vain command 

Upon the enraged soldiers in their spoil, 

As send precepts to the Leviathan 

To come ashore. Therefore, you men of Harfleur, 

Take pity of your town, and of your people. 

Whiles yet my soldiers are in my command ; 

Whiles yet the cool and temperate wind of grace 

Overblows the filthy and contagious clouds 

Of deadly murder, spoil, and villainy. 

If not, wny, in a moment, look to see 

The blind and bloody soldier with foul hand 

Defile the locks of your shrill-shrieking daughters ; 

Your fathers taken by the silver beards. 

And their most reverend heads dash*d to the walls ; 

Your naked infants spitted upon pikes ; 

Whiles the mad mothers with their howls confus'd 

Do break the clouds, as did the wives of Jewry 

At Herod's bloody-hunting slaughtermen. 

What say you ? will you yield, and this avoid ? 

Or, guilty in defence, be thus destroyed? 

♦ Soiled. ^ Cruel. ^ \\\i\m»3X %\xt^^'*» 

G (5 2 
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Gov. Odi expectation liatli this day an endi 
Tlie Duphin, whom of succour we entre&ted, 
Retnru Ul ' — that his powers are not yet readr 
To tkbe M great a siege. Therefore, dread king, 
W* Tield our town, and lives to thy soft mercy -. 
Enter *Diir gBtes ; dispose of ns, and ours ; 
For we no longer are defensible. 

K. Hen. Open your gates. — Come, uncle F.xettr, 
Qo no nod enter Harfleur ; there remain, 
.Anaibrtify it strongly 'gainst the French; 
U*e ratnj to them all. For us, dear uncle,— 
Tlie wiflter coming on, and sickness growing 
Upon onr Mldiers, — we'll retire to Calais. 
Tonight in Harfleur will we be your guest ; 
"■ omnr for the march are we addrest.' 

[WoKwA. The King, ^c. enter the Towi. 



Roiien. A Room in ihe Palate, 

Enter the French King, the Dauphin, Dnfe ^ 
BouRBOM, the Constable o/'France, aitd etten. 

Fr, King. 'Tis certain, he hath paw'd the imr 
Some. 

Con. And if he be not fought withal, my }mi. 
Let ua not live in France : let us quit nil. 
And give our vineyards to a barbut>u« people. 

Dau. Shall a few sprays of us,— 
Our scions, put in wild and savage stock. 
Spirt up so suddenly into the doudi. 
And overlook their grafters ? 

Sour. Normans, but bastard Normana, ] 
bastards! 
Mart de ma me I if they march aloi 



Unfoughi vithal, but I will sell my 



ing 
ydi 
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To buy a slobbery and a dirty farm 
In that nook-shotten ^ isle of Albion. 

Con. Dieu de battaUesJ where have they this 
mettle ? 
Is not their climate foggy, raw, and dull ? 
On whom, as in despite, the sun looks pale, 
Killing their fruit with frowns ? Can sodden water, 
A drench for sur-rein'd ? jades, their barley broth, 
Decoct their cold blood to such valiant heat ? 
And shall our quick blood, spirited with wine. 
Seem frosty ? O, for honour of our land. 
Let us not hang like roping icicles 
Upon our houses* thatch, whiles a more frosty 

people 
Sweat drops of gallant youth in our rich fields ; 
Poor — we may call them, in their native lords. 

Dau, By faith and honour, 
Our madams mock at us. 

Bour, They bid us — to the English dancing- 
schools. 
And teach lavoUas high, and swift corantos ; ^ 
Sayine, our grace is only in our heels. 
And mat we are most lofly runaways. 

Fr. King. Where is Montjoy, the herald ? speed 
him hence ; 
Let him greet England with our sharp defiance. — 
Up, princes ; and, with spirit of honour edg'd, 
More sharper than your swords, hie to the field : 
Charles De-la-bret, high constable of France ; 
You dukes of Orleans, 6ourbon> and of Berry, 
Alen9on, Brabant, Bar, and Burgundy ; 
Jacques Chatillion, Rambures, Vaudemont, 
Beaumont, Grandpr6, Roussi, and Fauconberg, 
Foix, Lestrale, Bouciqualt, and Charolois ; 
High dukes, great princes, barons, lords, and knights, 
For your great seats, now quit you of great shames. 
Bar Harry England, that sweeps tVvtou^ wa\«ci^. 

^ Shooting into promontories. ^ 0\«c-t\^^«^» 

* Dances 

^ ^ ^ 
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WiA peuioaf * paintod Ja the blofi 
Ruih on hit hoil, •• dodi the netted 

Upon the Tallies ; -r 

Tou hare power eiKNiph»— 

And in a c^itiTe dianot, infeQ BoSen 

Bring him our pnaoner* 

. Com. This 

Sorrr an I» hit nimiben areae few. 

Hit loldien lick, and finnUi'd in thw 

For, I am •!»«» wlien he ahall aee eoranqi^ 

Hell drop hii heart into the aink of ftar» 

And* for achierement, oAnr oa hia naMr 

Fr.Kn^. Ihereforey lord cenataMe, 

Montf 6f : 

And.let him ny to England, dmtwei 

To faunr what wiling ranaonae he w31 ^ve.— 

Prince Dauphin, you AaU tUbKf wJA oa m BaJBa 

Dan. Not 80y I do beseech yoor msjtnljf 

Fr* King* Be patient, for you shall remain wilb 

us. — 

Now forth, lord constable, and princes all ; 

And quickly bring us word of England'a-ftlL 

SCENE V. 

The English Camp in Picardy. 

Enter Gower and Fluxllsv. 

Gaw. How now, captain Fluellen? cane jsi 
from the bridge ? 

Fku I assure you, there is Teiy excellent 
committed at the pridge. 

Gow. Is the duke of Exeter sale? 

Flu. The duke of Exeter is as 
Agamemnon; axi^ «l tcASi ^dBAXWoi^Tand 
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with my soul, and my heart, and my duty, and my 
life, and my livings, and my uttermost powers : he 
is not, (God be praised, and plessed !) any hurt in 
the 'orld ; but keeps the pridge most yaliantly, 
with excellent discipline. There is an ensign there 
at the pridge, — I think, in my very conscience, he 
is as valiant as Mark Antony ; and he is a man of 
no estimation in the *orld : but I did see him do 
gallant service. 

Gow. What do you call him ? 

Flu, He is called — ancient Pistol. 

Goxv, I know him not. 

Enter Pistol, 

Flu* Do you not know him ? Here comes the 
man. 

Pist, Captain, I thee beseech to do me favours : 
The duke of Exeter doth love thee well. 

Flu, Ay, and I have merited some love at his 
hands. 

Pist, Bardolph, a soldier, firm and sound of 
heart, 
Of buxom valour, hath, — by cruel fate. 
And giddy fortune's furious fickle wheel. 
That goddess blind. 
That stands upon the rolling restless stone, — 

Flu. By your patience, ancient Pistol. Fortune 
is painted plind, with a muffler^ before her eyes, to 
signify to you that fortune is plind : And she is 
painted also with a wheel ; to signify to you, which 
is the moral of it, that she is turning, and incon- 
stant, and variations, and mutabilities: and her 
foot, look you, is fixed upon a spherical stone, 
which rolls, and rolls, and rolls ; — In good truth, 
the poet is make a most excellent description of 
fortune : fortune, look you, is an excellent moral. 

Pist, Fortune is Bardolph's foe, axv^ ixawB& ^^ 
him ; 

' A fold of linen which partiaWy coNCxe^^^^ ^^^^' 
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For he has Bfeolen ajMc^md hanged hhmi ^lit 
Let gallows gape for dop, let mam M fta% 
Andlet not hemp hk windpipe aniooatti: , 
But Eseter hath ghren the doom of detlli» 
For jM* of little price. 

Therefofe, go speak, the duke will hear tfy vsiss; 
And let not Barddph's vital biealli b» ent - 
Wilk edge of penny cord, and vile npiwnoh a 
Speak, captain, for his life, and I will 

Mn. Ancient FisUd, I do perdy 
meaning. 

Pid. Why then rejoice therefine. 

Fbi. Certeinly, ancient, it is not a Ihiiy to nfiies 
at : for tf, look you, he were my brother, I wedd 
deiure the duke to use his goot pleanire> Nand fH 
him to executions; for disciplines ought to be issli 

Pia. Afy^ for thy fnenddiip ! 

Flu. It IS welL 

Piit. The fig of Spain!^ [jEdcft Pistol. 

Flu. Very good. 

Goto. Wh^ this is an arrant counterfeit rascal ; I 
remember him now ; a cutpurse. 

Flu, 111 assure you, *a utter*d as prave *<Nrdi at 
the pridge, as you shall see in a summer's dap 
But It is very well ; what he has spoke to me, tuit 
is well, I warrant you, when time is senre. 

Goto. Why, 'tis a gull, a fool, a rosnie ; that nsw 
and then goes to the wars, to grace himself athii 
return into London, under the form of a sddier. 
And such fellows are perfect in great conunandei^ 
names: and they will learn you by rote, where ser- 
vices were done ; — at such and such a sconce^ al 
such a breach^ at such a convoy ; who came off 
bravely, who was shot, who disgraced, what 



fi A smtdlbox'm N>\\\cVi^«ce ke^ the conaeorated wate 

3 An ailuaon to xStie cvvexx^m vci'$8^wc&.«bii\^iS9^^l^^ 

Toisoucd figs. ^ .^ . 

4 An cniTc\\cV\mc\\v V\«sv\>i \V\witw>\\. 
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the enemy stood on : and this they con perfectly in 
the phrase of war, which they trick up with new- 
tuned oaths : And what a beard of the general's 
cut, and a horrid suit of the camp, will do among 
foaming bottles and ale-wash'd wits, is wonderful 
to be thought on! but you must letirn to know 
such slanders of the age, or else you may be mar- 
vellous mistook. 

Flu. I tell you what, captain Gower; — I do 
perceive, he is not the man that he would gladly 
make show to the 'orld he is ; if I find a hole in 
his coat, I will tell him my mind. [Drum heard^ 
Hark you, the king is coming ; and I must speak 
with him from the pridge. 

Enter King Henry, Gloster, and Soldiers. 

Flu, Cot pless your majesty ! 

K. Hen. How now, Fluellen ? earnest thou from 
the bridge ? 

Flu. Ay, so please your majesty. The duke of 
Exeter has very gallantly maintained the pridge : 
the French is gone off, look you ; and there is gallant 
and most prave passages: Marry, th' athversary 
was have possession of the pridge ; but he is en- 
forced to retire, and the duke of Exeter is master 
of the pridge : I can tell your majesty, the duke is 
a prave man. 

K. Hen. What men have you lost, Fluellen ? 

Flu. The perdition of th* athversary hath been 
very great, very reasonable great : marry, for my 
part, I think the duke hath lost never a man, but 
one that is like to be executed for robbing a church, 
one Bardolph, if your majesty know the man : his 
face is all bubukles, and whelks, and knobs, and 
flames of fire; and his lips plows at his nose, and it 
is like a coal of fire, sometimes plue, and sometimes 
red*; but his nose is executed, and his fire'& o^t. 
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KtHat, We would have all such offenilerB bo 
cut offi Ibd we give express charge, thai in our 
I through the country, there be nothine 
d from the villages, nothing taken but paia 
a of the French upbraided, or abuKd ia 
il language ; For when lenity and cntdt; 
pUjfbr m kingdom, the gentler game ' ~' 
It winner. 



Tucket sounds. EtUer Moktjoi 






K.H«m,Vttaiim, 1 
lumrofthM? 



MtmL Hy muter*! mind. 

K.Hem. Unfold H. 

JUraf. Hmu Mji ray kingt - 



MmO. Hmu Mji nqr kuigi — mt tMB I* a 
of Bngland, Ilioafb wb Memed doad, «• <l 
■le«p ; Advantage ii a better M>1£cr than nilbi* 
TdTUm, we could hare rebuked him at Brntmi 
but that we thought not good to bmiae an ii^aiTi 
till it were full ripe : — now we tpeak upon our cna*i 
and our voice is imperial: England Bfaallrmait hi 
folly, see his weakness, and admire our ■uAawce. 



Bid him, therefore, consider of his 
must proportioa the losses we have home, die m^ 
jects we Dave lost, the disgrace we have digoiad: 
which, in weight to re-answer, bit pettineas woiU 
bow under. For our losses, hii exc:he<]un ii tM 
poor ; for the effusion of our blood, the imuter tf 
nis kingdom too faint a number ; aai for our dis- 
grace, his own person, kneeling at oar feet, hvt s 
weak and worthless satisfaction. To this add — 
defiance : and tell him, for conclusion, he halb b^ 
trayed his followers, whose condemnation is an- 
nounced. So &r my king and master ; w wiA 
my office. 

AT. Hen. What is thy name ? I know thy v"^- 
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Mont. Montjoy. 

K. Hen. Thou dost thy office fairly. Turn thee 
back, 
And tell thy king. — I do not seek him now ; 
But could be willing to march on to Calais 
Without impeachment^ ; for to say the sooth, 
(Though 'tis no wisdom to confess so much 
Unto an enemy of craft and vantage,) 
My people are with sickness much enfeebled ^ 
My numbers lessened ; and those few I have. 
Almost no better than so many French ; 
Who, when they were in health, I tell thee, herald, 
I thought upon one pair of English legs 
Did march three Frenchmen. — Yet, forgive me, 

heaven. 
That I do brag thus ! — this your air of France 
Hath blown that vice in me ; I must repent. 
Go, therefore, tell thy master, here I am ; 
My ransome, is this n-ail and worthless trunk ; 
My army, but a weak and sickly guard ; 
Yet God before 7, tell him, we will come on. 
Though France himself, and such another neighbour, 
Stand in our way. There's for thy labour, Montjoy ; 
Go, bid thy master well advise nimself : 
If we may pass, we will ; if we be hinder'd. 
We shall your tawny ground with your red blood 
Discolour : and so, Montjoy, fare you well. 
The sum of all our answer is but this : 
We would not seek a battle, as we are ; 
Yet, as we are, we say, we will not shun it ; 
So tell your master. 

MonU I shall deliver so. Thanks to your high- 
ness. [Exit Montjoy. 

Glo. I hope they will not come upon us now. 

K. Hen. We are in God's hands, brother, not in 
theirs. 

^ Hindrance. 
7 Then used for God being my ^\dfi. 



BefMdflie 



it Duw draws toward mgbti- 
It encamp ourselves; 
'inarrow bid them march awaj. 1 



The French Camp, i 



■ At Confitable o/France, the Lord RAMBCltts, 
ff Duke o/Orleans, Dauphin, and ulhen. 






Cut. Tui ! I have the best armour of ibe world- 
—'Would it were day. 

Ori. Too have an excellent armour ; 
hone bave his due. 

Cim. It is the beat horse of Europe. 

Orf. Will it never be morning" 

Dam. My lord of Orleans, a: 
constable, ^ou talk of ItotM aixl 

OrL You are ai well provided of both, ■■ mf 
priuce in the world. 

Dau. What a long night is this ! I wm b« 

change my horse with any that treads bat on 6m 
pastenu. Ca, ha I He bounds from the eaitb,air 
his entraQs were hairs ^ ! le ckeoal volant/ the R- 
sanu, fHi a lei narines dejett ! When I betfrili 
bim, I soar, I am a hawk : he treads tfae air; A* 
earth sings when he touches it; the baaest botarf 
his hoof is more musical than the pipe of HeiMOi 

Ori. He's of the colour of the nutmeg, 

Dau. And of the beat of the ginger. It k a 
beast for Perseus : he is pure air and fire ; aai da 
dull elements of earth and water never wpai> i* 
him, but only in jMtient stillness, while bia riiv 
mounts him : he is, indeed, a horse : and aD oAs 
iades you may call — beasts. 

* Alluding to t^tom&n^ <A Vncoa.^iiai^'iUih «« 
%i with huT. 
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Con, Indeed, my lord, it is a most absolute and 
exceHent horse. 

Dau. It is the prince of palfreys ; his neigh is 
like the bidding of a monarch, and nis countenance 
enforces homage. 

Orl, No more, cousin. 

Dau, Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot, from 
tlie rising of the Jark to the lodging of the lamb, 
vary deserved praise on my palfrey : it is a theme 
as fluent as the sea ; turn the sands into eloquent 
tongues, and my horse is argument for them all : 
'tis a subject for a sovereign to reason on, and for a 
sovereign's sovereign to ride on ; and for the world 
(familiar to us, and unknown,) to lay apart their 
particular functions, and wonder at him. I once 
writ a sonnet in his praise, and began thus: Wonder 
of nature, — 

Orl, I have heard a sonnet begin so to one's mis- 
tress. 

Dau, Then did they imitate that which I com- 
posed to my courser ; for my horse is my mistress. 

Con. You have good judgment in horsemanship. 

Ram, My lord constable, the armour, that I saw in 
your tent to-night, are those stars, or suns, upon it? 

Con. Stars, my lord. 

Dau, Some of them will fall to-morrow, I hope. 

Con, And yet my sky shall not want. 

Dau. That may be, for you bear a many super- 
fluously ; and 'twere more honour, some were away. 

Con. Even as your horse bears your praises ; who 
Mrould trot as well, were some of your brags dis- 
diouiited. 

Dau. 'Would I were able to load him with his 
desert ! Will it never be day ? I will trot to-morrow 
% mile, and my way shall be paved with English 

Qices. 

Con, I will not say so, for fear I should be faced 
c»ut of mv way : But I would it wexe TikOTi»»%» ^^^ 
r would tain he about the ears of tVie 1LTk^\^. 

VOL. V. H H 



548 Kim wnan y. fill 

Sam. ¥liowfllgotoh«rdwidiiMiii^li 
Bt^Udi prifonen ? 

Cmu Toannut first go jwtnM to tnMlt 
yoa httve thoDi. 

Dau.*Tmmi3in^U;mgowBmmptll [J 

(ML The Danfdun loogs fbr mormpg; 

JRoM. He kmgs to eat the Wnglfah. 

Cbii. I tbiiiMie wffl eet aU he kOb. 

OrL By the white hand of 117 ladf, hA ft fi 
prince* 

C^. Swear bjr her loot, that ihe iMj tioBJ 
theoadu 

(ML He ill annply, the moat actm gendiHI 
nance. 

Com. Doingiiactm^:andhewillatinbadl 

(ML He never did hinrm, that I heaid eC 

Gm. Nor will do none to-momnr } he vBI : 
that ffood name still. 

On, I know him to be valiant 

Con. I was told that, by one that knom 
better than you. 

Orl. What's he ? 

Con. Marry, he told me so himself; and he 
he cared not who knew it. 

OrL He needs not, it is no hidden virtue in 

Con. By my faith, sir, but it is ; never any ' 
saw it, but his lackey : 'tis a hooded valour ; 
when it appears, it will bate. * 

OrL Ill-will never said well. 

Con. I will cap that proverb with— The 
flattery in friendship. 

Orl. And I will take up that with — Give 
devil is due. 

Con. Well placed ; there stands your fiieni 
the devil. 

9 An euMv^o^^ Vci \i»tSL% v& ^c^ory : he mein 
valour u nVi ttom c^crj \)o^'s\sQX\!Mk\bsSue\^^BML^ 
a|ipeara \t wiW C«^\ o^. 
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OrL You are the better at proverbs, by how 
much — A fooFs bolt is soon shot. 
Con. You have shot over. 
OrL 'Tis not the first time you were overshot. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord high constable, the English lie 
within fifteen hundred paces of your tent. 

Con. Who hath measured the ground ? 

Mess. The lord Grandpr^. 

Con. A valiant and most expert gentleman. — 
Would it were day ! — Alas, poor Harry of Eng- 
land ! — he longs not for the dawning, as we do. 

Orl. What a wretched and peevish * fellow is this 
king of England, to mope with his fat-brained fol- 
lowers so far out of his knowledge ! 

Con. If the English had any apprehension, they 
would run away. 

Orl. That they lack ; for if their heads had any 
intellectual armour, they could never wear such 
heavy head-pieces. 

Ram. That island of England breeds very valiant 
creatures ; their mastiffs are of unmatchable cou- 
rage. 

Orl. Foolish curs ! that run winking into the 
mouth of a Russian bear, and have their heads 
crushed like rotten apples : You may as well say, — 
that's a valiant fiea, that dare eat his breakfast on 
Ihe lip of a lion. 

Con. Just, just ; and the men do sympathize with 
the mastiffs, in robustious and rough coming on, 
leaving their wits with their wives : and then give 
them great meals of beef, and iron, and steel, they 
will eat like wolves, and fight like devils. 

OrL Ay, but these English are shrewdly out of 
Tieef. 

I Foolish. 

H H 2 
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Con. Then we shall find to-oiorrow — they hife 
only stomachs to eat, and none to fi^ht. Now k it 
time to arm : Come, shall we about it ? 

Orl. It is now two o'clock : but, let me lee^ — 
by ten. 
We shall have each a hundred Englishmen* 



ACT THE FOURTH. 



Enter Chorus. 

Ckor, Now entertain conjecture of a time. 
When creeping murmur, and the poring dark, 
Fills the wide vessel of the universe. 
From camp to camp, through the foul womb of 

night. 
The hum of either army stilly - sounds, 
That the fix'd sentinels almost receive 
The secret whispers of each other's watch : 
Fire answers fire ; and through their paly flames 
Each battle sees the other's umber'd ^ face : 
Steed threatens steed, in high and boastful neighs 
Piercing the night's dull ear ; and from the tents, 
The armourers, accomplishing the knights, 
With busy hammers closing rivets up. 
Give dreadful note of preparation. 
The country cocks do crow, the clocks do toll, 
And the third hour of drowsy morning name. 
Proud of their numbers, and secure in soul, 
The confident and over-lusty "* French 
Do the low-rated English play at dice ; 
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And chide the cripple tardy-gaited night, 
Who, like a foul and ugly witch, doth limp 
So tediously away. The poor condemned English, 
Like sacrifices, by their watchful fires 
Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 
The morning's danger ; and their gesture sad, 
Investing lank-lean cheeks, and war-worn coats, 
Presenteth them unto the gazing moon 
So many horrid ghosts. O, now, who will behold 
The royal captain of this ruin'd band, 
Walking from watch to watch, from tent to tent. 
Let him cry — Praise and glory on his head ! 
For forth he goes, and visits all his host ; 
Bids them good-morrow, with a modest smile ; 
And calls them — brothers, friends, and country- 
men. 
Upon his royal face there is no note. 
How dread an army hath enrounded him ; 
Nor doth he dedicate one jot of colour 
Unto the weary and all-watched night : 
But freshly looks, and over-bears attaint. 
With cheerful semblance, and sweet majesty ; 
That every wretch, pining and pale before. 
Beholding him^ plucks comfort from his looks : 
A largess universal, like the sun. 
His liberal eye doth give to every one. 
Thawing cold fear. Then, mean and gentle ally 
Behold, as may unworthiness define, 
A little touch of Harry in the night : 
And so our scene must to thel>attle fly ; 
Where, (O for pity !) we shall much disgrace — 
With four or five most vile and ragged foils> 
Right ill-dispos'd, in brawl ridiculous, — 
The name of Agincourt : Yet, sit and see ; 
Minding^ true things, by what their mockeries be. 

[Exit. 

^ Calling to renicvi\\>t«L\ice. 
H u '6 
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SCENE I. 

The English Camp at Agincourt. 

Enter King Henry, Bedford, and Glostii. 

K, Hen. Gloster, 'tis true, that we are in greit 
danger ; 
The greater therefore should our courage be. — 
Good morrow, brother Bedford, — Now we find 
There is some soul of goodness in things evil, 
Would men observingly distil it out ; 
For our bad neighbour makes us early stirrers, 
Which is both healthful, and good husbandry : 
Besides, they are our outward consciences, 
And preachers to us all ; admonishing. 
That we should dress us fairly for our end. 
Thus may we gather honey from the weed, 
And make a moral of the devil himself. 

Enter Erpingham. 

Good morrow, old sir Thomas Erpingham : 
A good soft pillow for that good white head 
Were better than a churlish turf of France. 

Erp. Not so, my liege ; this lodging likes mc 
better, 
Since I may say — now lie I like a king. 

K. Hen, 'Tis good for men to love their present 
pains. 
Upon example ; so the spirit is eased : 
And, when the mind is quicken'd, out of doubt, 
The organs, though defunct and dead before, 
Break up their drowsy grave, and newly move 
With casted slough ^ and fresh legerity. ' 
Lend me t\\y do^, ^vc 'WvQ^xssas. — Brothers both. 
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Commend me to the princes in our camp ; 
Do my good morrow to them ; and, anon, 
Desire them all to my pavilion. 
Glo. We shall, my liege. 

[^Exeunt Gloster and Bedford. 
Erp. Shall I attend your grace ? 
K. Hen, No, my good knight ; 

Go with my brothers to my lords of England: 
I and my bosom must debate awhile. 
And then I would no other company. 

Erp. The Lord in heaven bless thee, noble 
Harry. [Exit Erpingham. 

K. Hen, Worthy old heart ! thou speakest cheer- 
fully. 

Enter Pistol. 

Pist. Qui va let f 

K, Hen, A friend. 

Pist, Discuss unto me ; Art thou officer ; 
Or art thou base, common, and popular ? 

K, Hen, I am a gentleman of a company. 

Pist, Trailest thou the puissant pike ? 

K, Hen. Even so : What are you ? 

Pist, As good a gentleman as the emperor. 

K, Hen, Then you are a better than the king. 

Pist. The king s a bawcock, and a heart of gold, 
A lad of life, an imp of fame ; 
Of parents good, of fist most valiant : 
\ kiss his dirty shoe, and from my heart-strings 
I love the lovely bully. What's thy name ? 
■ K. Hen. Harry le Roy, 

Pist. Le Roy! a Cornish name: art thou of 
Cornish crew? 

K. Hen, No, I am a Welshman. 

Pist. Knowest thou Huellen. 

K,Hen, Yes. 

Pist. Tell him, TU knock Vk\B\eeW«SttCi\>X>NAV^'^> 
Upon Saint Davy's day. 
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K. Hen. Do not you wear your dagger in your 
cap that day, lest he knock that about yours. 
PisU Art thou his friend ? 
K. Hen. And his kinsman too. 
Pist. The^ffo for thee then ! 
K. Hen. I thank you : Heaven be with you* 
Pist. My name is Pistol called. \E3aL 

K. Hen. It sorts well with your fierceness. 

Enter Fluellen and Gower, severalfy* 

Goiv. Captain Fluellen ! 

Flu. So ! speak lower. It is the greatest mimt- 
ation in the universal *orld, when the true and aun- 
cient prerogatifes and laws of the wars is not kept: 
if you would take the pains but to examine the 
wars of Pompey the Great, you shall find, I 



rant you, that there is no tiddle taddle, or pibble 
pabble, in Pompey's camp ; I warrant you, you shaD 
find the ceremonies of the wars, and the cares of i^ 
and the forms of it, and the sobriety of it, and the 
modesty of it, to be other wise. 

Goto, Why, the enemy is loud; you heard him 
all night. 

Flu, If the enemy is an ass and a fool, and a prat- 
ing coxcomb, is it meet, think you, that we should 
also, look you, be an ass, and a fool, and a prating 
coxcomb ; in your own conscience now ? 

Gou), I will speak lower. 

Flu. I pray you, and beseech you, that you will. 

\^Exeunt (iower and Fluellks. 

A^ Hefi. Though it appear a little out of fashion, 
There is much care and valour in this Welshman. 

Ejiter Bates, Court, and W^illiams. 

Court, Brother John Bates, is not that the morn- 
inp which breaks >/ow(^cx'f 

Bates, 1 iKmk \t\^e\ >avxV viv^V^nvi \v^ ^^vsj^^^jwr. 
to desire the u\>ptoAc\\ vi'C ^•a.>j. 
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Will. We see yonder the beginning of the day, 
but, i think, we shall never see the end of it. — 
Who goes there ? 

K. Hen, A friend. 

Will, Under what captain serve you ? 

K, Hen, Under Sir Thomas Erpingham. 

Will, A good old commander, and a most kind 
gentheman: I pray you, what thinks he of our 
estate? 

K, Hen, Even as men wrecked upon a sand, that 
look to be washed off the next tide. 

Bates, He hath not told his thought to the king ? 

K* Hen, No : nor it is not meet he should. For, 
though I speak it to you, I think, the king is but a 
man, as I am : the violet smells to him as it doth to 
me ; the element shows to him, as it doth to me ; 
all his senses have but human conditions^: his ce- 
remonies laid by, he appears but a man ; and though 
his affections are higher mounted than ours, yet, 
when they stoop, they stoop with the like wing ; 
therefore when he sees reason of fears, as we do, 
his fears, out of doubt, be of the same relish as ours 
are: Yet, in reason, no man should possess him 
with any appearance of fear, lest he, by showing it, 
shpuld dishearten his army. 

Bates. He may show what outward courage he 
will : but, I believe, as cold a night as 'tis, he could 
wish himself in the Thames up to the neck ; and so 
I would he were, and I by him, at all adventures, 
so we were quit here. 

K, Hen, *By my troth, I will speak my conscience 
of the king ; I think, he would not wish himself any 
where but where he is. 

Bates, Then, Vould he were here alone; so 
should he be sure to be ransomed, and a many poor 
men's lives saved. 

K, Hen, I dare say, you love him not so ill, to 

s Qualitiet. 
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wish him here alone : howsoever you speak this, to 
feel other men's minds : Methinks, I could not die 
any where so contented, as in the king*s companj; 
his cause being just, and his quarrel honourable. 

WilL That's more than we Know. 

Bates. Ay, or more than we should seek after; 
for we know enough, if we know we are the king's 
subjects; if his cause be wrong, our obedience to 
the king wipes the crime of it out of us. 

Will. But, if the cause be not good, the king 
himself hath a heavy reckoning to make ; when all 
those legs, and arms, and heads, chopped off in a 
battle, shall join together at the latter day, and cry 
all — We died at such a place; some, swearing; 
some, crying for a surgeon ; some, upon their wives 
left poor behind them : some, upon the debts they 
owe ; some, upon their children rawly ^ left. I am 
afeard there are few die well, that die in battle ; for 
how can they charitably dispose of any thing when 
blood is their argument ? Now, if these men do not 
die well, it will be a black matter for the king that 
led them to it ; whom, to disobey, were against all 
proportion of subjection. 

K. Hen, So, if a son, that is by his father sent 
about merchandise, do sinfully miscarry upon the 
sea, the imputation of his wickedness, by your rule, 
should be imposed upon his father that sent him : 
or if a servant, under his master's command, trans- 
porting a sum of money, be assailed by robbers, and 
die in many irreconciled iniquities, you may call the 
business of the master the author of the ser\'ant's 
perdition: — But this is not so: the king is not 
bound to answer the particular endings of his sol- 
diers, the father of his son, nor the master of his 
servant: for they purpose not their death, when 
hey purpose their services. Besides, there is no 
ingi be his cause never so spotless, if it come to 
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the arbitrement of swords, can try it out with all 
unspotted soldiers. Some, peradventure, have on 
them the guilt of premeditated and contrived mur- 
der; some, of beguiling virgins with the broken 
seals of perjury ; some, making the wars their bul- 
wark, that have before gored the gentle bosom of 
peace with pillage and robbery. Now, if these men 
have defeated the law, and outrun native punish- 
ment*'^^ though they can outstrip men, they have no 
wings to fiy from God : war is his vengeance ; so 
that here men are punished, for before-breach of 
the king's laws, in now the king's quarrel : where 
they feared the death, they have borne life away ; 
and where they would be safe, they perish : Then 
if they die unprovided, no more is the king guilty 
of it, than he was before guilty of those impieties 
for the which they are now visited. Every subject's 
duty is the king's ; but every subject's soul is his 
own. Therefore should every soldier in the wars 
do as every sick man in his bed, wash every mote 
out of his conscience : and dying so, death is to him 
advantage; or not dying, the time was blessedly 
lost, wherein such preparation was gained : and, in 
him that escapes, it were not sin to think, that 
making God so free an offer, he let him outlive that 
day to see his greatness, and to teach others how 
they should prepare. 

Pf^ill. 'Tis certain, every man that dies ill, the ill is 
upon his own head, the king is not to answer for it. 

Bates. I do not desire he should answer for me ; 
and yet I determine to fight lustily for him. 

K, Hen. I myself heard the king say, he would 
not be ransomed. 

Will. Ay, he said so, to make us fight cheerfully ; 
but, when our throats are cut, he may be ransomed, 
and we ne'er the wiser. 

K. Hen. If I live to see it, I will never trust his 
word after. 

* i\^. Punishment in their ntitVve co\mL\.x^ . 



KISO HKNRT V. 'XWWf. 

Will. 'Mass, you'll pay ' hiin then ! That's a peril- 
ous shot out of an elder gun. thai a poor and private 
displeasure can do against a monarcli ! you may at 
well go about to turn the sun to ice. wiih fanning in 
his race wiih a peacock's feather. You'll never tnirt 
his word after ! come, 'tis a foolish saying. 

K. Hen. Your reproof is something- loo ronnd; 
I should be angry with you, if tlie time were con- 
venient. 

IFiii. Lei it be a quarrel between us, if you life, 

K. Hen. I embrace it. 

Will. How shall 1 know thee apin? 

K. Hen. Give me any gage ol thine, and 1 will 
wear it in my bonnet: then, if ever thou darest ac- 
knowledge it, 1 will make it nay quarrel. 

Will. Here's mv glove ; give me anotber of thine. 

AT. Hen. There. 

Will. This will I also wear in my cap: if ever 
thou come to nie and say, at^er to-morrow, TAh it 
my glaae, by this hand, I will take thee a box w 
the ear. 

K. Hen. If ever I live to see it, I will challenge H. 

WUL Thou darest as well be hanged. 

K. Hen. Well, I will do it, though I tiAe thee b 
the king's company. 

WSl. Keep thy word : iare thee welL 

Batex. Be friends, you English fools, be frienda ; 
we have French quarrels enough, if jrou could tell 
how to reckon, 

K. Hen. Indeed, the French may lay twenty 
H-ench crowns to one, they will beat us ; for the? 
bear them on their shoulders : But it is no Eoglidi 
treason, to cut French crowns; and, to-morrow tbe 
king hiiDself will be a clipper. \^Exewa Soldiers. 
Upon the king ! let us our lives, our souls. 
Our debts, our careful wives, our children, and 
Our sins, lay on the king ;< — we must bear all. 

•■' To pay here«o;ni6esto%™iiw>»«»a*,x<i\iomA.. 
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O hard condition ! twin-born with greatness. 

Subjected to the breath of every fool, 

Whose sense no more can feel but his own wringing! 

What infinite heart's ease must kings neglect, 

That private men enjoy ? 

And what have kings, that privates have not too, 

Save ceremony, save general ceremony ? 

And what art thou, thou idol ceremony ? 

What kind of god art thou, that sufier'st more 

Of mortal griefs, than do thy worshippers ? 

What are &y rents ? what are thy comings in ? 

ceremony, show me but thy worth ! 
What is the soul of adoration ? 

Art thou aught else but place, degree, and form, 

Creating awe and fear in other men ? 

Wherein thou art less happy being fear'd 

Than they in fearing. 

What drink'st thou ofl, instead of homage sweet. 

But poison'd flattery ? O, be sick, great greatness, 

And bid thy ceremony give thee cure ! 

Think'st thou, the fiery fever will go out 

¥^th titles blown from adulation ? 

Wm it give place to flexure and low bending ? 

Canst tiiou, when thou command'st the beggar's 

knee. 
Command the health of it ? No, thou proud dream. 
That plav'st so subtly with a king's repose ; 

1 am a kmg, that find thee ; and I know, 
Tla not the balm, the sceptre, and the ball. 
The sword, the mace, the crown imperial. 
The enter-tissued robe of gold and pearl, 
The farced^ title running 'fore the king. 
The throne he sits on, nor the tide of pomp 
Tliat beats upon the high shore of this world, 

* Farced is ttufied. The tumid pufly titles with which 
a king's name is introduced. 

VOL, V. 1 1 



No, not all tliese, tlirice-got^eoua ceremonj. 

Not all these, l^d in bed majeetlcal. 

Can sleep no soundly as the wretched elave ; 

Who, with a body fiU'd, and vacant mind. 

Gets hini to rest, cramin'd with distressful bread; 

Never seee horrid night, the child of hell ; 

But, like a lackey, from the rise to set, ^^^B 

Sweats in the eye of Hicebus, and all night, ^^^H 

Sleeps in Elysiiun ; nest day, after dawn, ^^^| 

Doth rise, and help Hyperion^ to his horse ; ^^| 

And follows so the ever-running yeur 

With profitable labour, to his grave : 

And, but for tereraony, such a wretch. 

Winding up days with toil, and nishts with sleep, 

Had the fore-hand and vantage of a king. 

The slave, a member of the country's peace. 

Enjoys it ; but in gross brain little wots. 

What watch the king keeps to maintain the peace. 

Whose hours the peasant best advantages. 

Enter Erpingham. 

£rp. My lord, your nobles, jealous of your 
absence. 
Seek through your camp to find you. 

K. Hen. Good old knight, 

Collect them all together at my tent: 
I'll be before thee. 

Erp. I shall do't, my lord. lExit. 

K. Hen. O God of battles ! steel my soldiers' 
hearts' 
Possess them not with fear ; take from them now 
The sense of reckoning, if the opposed numbers 
Pluck their hearts from them! — Not to-day, OLord, 

not to-day, think not upon the fault 
My father made in compassing the crown ! 

1 Richard's body have interred new; 
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And on it have bestow'd more contrite tears, 
Than from it issued forced drops of blood. 
Five hundred poor I have in yearly pay, 
Who twice a day their withered hanas hold up 
Toward heaven, to pardon blood ; and I have built 
Two chantries, where the sad and solemn priests 
Sing still for Richard's soul. More will I do : 
Though all that I can do, is nothing worth ; 
Since that my penitence comes afler all. 
Imploring pardon. 

Enier Gloster. 

Glo. My liege ! 

K, Hen. My brother Gloster's voice ? — Ay; 
I know thy errana, I will go with thee : — 
The day, my friends, and all things stay for me. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

The French Camp. 

Enter Dauphin, Orleans, Rambures, and others. 

OrL The sun doth gild our armour; up, my lords. 
Dau. Montez d. cheval: — My horse! vcUet! 

lacquay I ha ! 
OrL O brave spirit ! 

Dau. Via ^ I — les eaux et la terre 

Orl. Rienpuisf Vair et lejeu 

Dau. Cid! cousin Orleans. 

Enter Constable. 

Now, my lord constable ! 

Con. Hark, how our steeds for present service 
neigh. 

^ An old encouraging excWm^^AOtv. 

I I 2 
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Dau. Mount them, and make incision in their 
hides ; 
That their hot blood may spin in English eyes. 
And dout^ them with superfluous courage : Hal 
Ram. What, will you have them weep ourborset' 
blood ? 
How shall we then behold their natural tears ? 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. The English are embattled, you Frendi 

peers. 
Con. To horse, you gallant princes ! straight to 

horse ! 
Do but behold yon poor and starved band. 
And your fair show shall suck away their souls, 
Leavmg them but the shales and husks of men. 
There is not work enough for all our hands ; 
Scarce blood enough in all their sickly veins, 
To give each naked curtle-ax a stain, 
That our French gallants shall to-day draw out, 
And sheath for lack of sport : let us but blow on 

them, 
The vapour of our valour will overturn them. 
'Tis positive 'gainst all exceptions, lords. 
That our superfluous lackeys, and our peasants,— 
Wlio, in unnecessary action, swarm 
About our squares of battle, — were enough 
To purge this field of such a hilding ® foe ; 
Though we, upon this mountain's basis by 
Took stand for idle speculation : 
But that our honours must not. What's to say ? 
A very little little let us do, 
And all is done. Then let the trumpets sound 
The tucket-sonuance^, and the note to mount: 
For our approach shall so much dare the field, 
That England sWW cowcK down in fear, and yield. 

7 Do them out, ctxvcv^y^V xJsv^xsv, ^ ^IV^kcw^^^^^vc^^. 
^ The name o^ axv vcvltodwcXot^j ^wsxv^ w^.^^ vnbsss;j^ 
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Enter Grandpr^. 

Grand. Why do you stay so long, my lords of 
France ? 
Yon island carrions, desperate of their bones, 
Ill-favour'dly become the morning field : 
Their ragged curtains^ poorly are let loose, 
And our air shakes them passing scornfully. 
Big Mars seems bankrupt in their beggar'd host. 
And faintly through a rusty beaver peeps. 
Their horsemen sit like fixed candlesticKS, 
With torch-staves in their hand: and their poor jades 
Lob down their heads, dropping the hides and hips ; 
The gum down-roping from their pale-dead eyes ; 
And m their pale dull mouths the gimmal^ bit 
Lies foul with chew'd grass, still and motionless ; 
And their executors, the knavish crows. 
Fly o'er them all, impatient for their hour* 
Description cannot suit itself in words, 
To demonstrate the life of such a battle 
In life so lifeless as it shows itself. 

Con. They have said their prayers, and they stay 
for death. 

Dau, Shall we go send them dinners, and fresh 
suits. 
And give their fasting horses provender. 
And after fight with them ? 

Con, I stay but for my guard ; On, to the field : 
I will the banner from a trumpet take. 
And use it for my haste. Come, come away ! 
The sun is high, and we outwear the day. [Exeunt. 

1 Colours. 3 Ring. 
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SCENE' III. 

The English Camp. 

Enter the English Host; Gloster, Bkdfoioi 
Exeter, Salisbury, and Westmoreland. 

Glo. Where is the king ? 

Bed. The king himself is rode to vieir their 

battle. 
West. Of fighting men they have full three-scon 

thousand. 
Exe. There*8 five to one ; besides, they all are 

fresh. 
Sal. God's arm strike with us ! 'tis a fearfol oddi. 
God be wi' you, princes all ; 111 to my charge ; 
If we no more meet, till we meet in heaven, 
Then joyfully, — my noble lord of Bedford, — 
My dear lord Gloster, — and my good lord Exeter,— 
And my kind kinsman, — warriors all, adieu ! 
Bed, Farewell, good Salisbury: and good luck 

go with thee ! 
Exe. Farewell, kind lord; fight valiantly to-day: 
And yet I do thee wrong, to mind thee of it. 
For thou art fram'd of the firm truth of valour. 

[_Exit Salisburt. 
Bed. He is as full of valour as of kindness ; 
Princely in both. 

West. O that we now had here 

Enter King Henry. 

But one ten thousand of those men in England, 
That do no work to-day ! 

K. Hen. What's he, that wishes so? 

My cousin 'Westrcvox^^w^'^ — ^^^\k^ ^lair cousin: 
U we are marVd lo ^\^, vi^ ^\^ ^ww^sgcv 
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To do our country loss ; and if to live, 
The fewer men, the greater share of honour. 

no, I pray thee, wish not one man more. 
By Jove, I am not covetous for gold ; 
^r care I, who doth feed upon my cost ; 

It yearns ^ me not, if men my garments wear ; 
Such outer things dwell not in my desires : 
But, if il be a sin to covet honour, 

1 am the most offending soul alive. 

No, Taith, my coz, wish not a man from England : 
By Heaven ! I would not lose so great an honour, 
As one man more, methinks, would share from me. 
For the best hope I have. O, do not wish one more : 
Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through my host. 
That he, which hath no stomach to this fight, 
Let him depart ; his passport shall be made, 
And crowns for convoy put into his purse : 
We would not die in that man's company, 
That fears his fellowship to die with us. 
This day is calFd — the feast of Crispian : 
He, that outlives this day, and comes safe home, 
Will stand a tip-toe when this day is nam'd, 
And rouse him at the name of Crispian : 
He, that shall live this day, and see old age. 
Will yearly on the vigil feast his friends. 
And say — to-morrow is Saint Crispian : 
Then will he strip his sleeve, and show his scars. 
And say, these wounds I had on Crispin's day. 
Old men forget ; yet all shall be forgot, 
But hell remember, with advantages, 
What feats he did that day : Then shall our names, 
Familiar in their mouths as household words, — 
Harry the king, Bedford, and Exeter, 
Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloster, — 
Be in their flowing cups freshly remember'd : 
This story shall the good man teach his son ; 
And Crispin Crispian shall ne'er go by, 

^ Grieves. 



S60 KING HENRY V. [ACT 1 

From this day to the ending of the world. 

But we in it shall be remembered : 

We few, we happy few^ we band of brothers ; 

For he, to-day that sheds his blood with me> 

Shall be my brother ; be he ne'er so vile, 

This day shall gentle his condition : ^ 

And gentlemen in England, now a-bed, 

Shall think themselves accurs'd, they were n 

here; 
And hold their manhoods cheap, while any sped 
That fought with us upon Saint Crispin's oay. 

Enter Salisbury. 

Sal. My sovereign lord, bestow yourself wi 
speed : 
The French are bravely in their battles set. 
And will with all expedience charge on us. 
K, Hen. All things are ready, if our minds be s 
West. Perirh the man, whose mind is backwai 

now ! 
A". Hen. Thou dost not wish more help fro 

England, cousin ? 
IVest, By Heaven, my liege, 'would you and 
alone, 
Without more help, might fight this battle out ! 
K. Hen. Why, now thou hast unwished five tho 
sand men ; 
Which likes me better, than to wish us one. — 
You know your places : God be with you all ! 

Tucket. Enter Montjoy. 

Mont. Once more I come to know of thee, kii 
Harry, 
If for thy ransome thou wilt now compound, 

*♦ i.e. T\\\^ Oia^ ^^^^^\ v\\N\x\\Ni^ \v\w\ \si vk^^ vank o\ 
jciitlcnian. 
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Before thy most assured overthrow : 

For, certainly, thou art so near the gulf, 

Thou needs must be englutted. Besides, in mercy, 

The Constable desires thee — thou wilt mind * 

Thy followers of repentance ; that their souls 

May make a peacenil and a sweet retire 

From off these fields, where (wretches) their poor 

bodies 
Must lie and fester. 

K. Hen, Who hath sent thee now ? 

Mont. The Constable of France. 

K. Hen, I pray thee, bear my former answer 
back; 
Bid them achieve me, and then sell my bones. 
Good Heaven ! why should they mock poor fellows 

thus? 
The man, that once did sell the lion's skin 
While the beast liv'd, was killed with hunting hinu 
A many of our bodies shall, no doubt. 
Find native graves ; upon the which, I trust. 
Shall witness live in brass of this day's work : 
And those that leave their valiant bones in France, 
Dying like men, though buried in your dunghills, 
Tney shall be fam'd ; for there the sun shall greet 

them, 
And draw their honours reeking up to heaven. 
Let me speak proudly : — Tell tlie Constable, 
We are but warriors for the working-day : 
Our gayness, and our gilt ^ are all besmirch'd ^ 
With rainy marching in the painful field ; 
lliere's not a piece of feather in our host, 
(Good argument, I hope, we shall not fly,) 
And time hath worn us into slovenry : 
But, by the mass, our hearts are in the trim : 
And my poor soldiers tell me — yet ere night 
They'll be in fresher robes ; or they will pluck 
The gay new coats o'er the French soldiers' headA> 

^ Remind, « Gil^ng. *» ^^^^. 



And turn them out of service. If they do this, 
(As, if God please, they ghall,) my ransome (hen I 
Will soon be levied. Herald, save thou thy labour; 
Conie thou no more for ranxome, gentle herald : 
They shall have none, I swear, but these my joint*: 
WTiJch if they have as I will leave 'em to them, I 

Shall yield them little, tell the Constable. ^ 

Mont, 1 shall, king Harry. And so fare iheC 

Thou never shalt hear herald any more. [E;att 

K, Hen. I fear, thou'll once 'more come agiuii 

for D 



I 



Enter the Duke of York. 

York. My lord, most humbly on my knee I beg 
The leading of the vaward." 

K, Hen. Take it, brave York. — Now, soldien. 

And how thou pleasest, God, dispose the day ! 

T Exeunt.- 



The Field of Battle. 

Alarumt : Excurtions. Enter French Soldier, 
Pistol, and^oy. 

Put. Yield, cur. 

Fr, Sol. Je petue, que voui estes le gcTUilhomme de 
bonne qualitS. 

Piit. Quality, call you me ? — Construe me, art 
thou a gentleman? What is thy name? discuss. 

Fr. Sol. seigneur Dieu ! 

Fist. O, signieur Dew should be a gentleman : — 
Perpend my words, O ftig[i\«ur Dew, and mark ; — 



I 
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O signieur Dew, thou diest on point of fox, ^ 
Except, O signieur, thou do give to me 
Egregious ransome. 

Fr. Sol. O, prennez miserkorde! ayez pitiS de 
moy ! 

Pist. Moy shall not serve, I will have forty moys; 
For I will fetch thy rim > out at thy throat. 
In drops of crimson blood. 

Fr. Sol. Est il impossible d*eschapper la force de 
ton bras? 

Pist. Brass, cur ! 
Offer*st me brass ? 

Fr. Sol. pardonnez moy ! 

Pist. Say'st thou me so ? is that a ton of moys ? — 
Come hither, boy ; Ask me this slave in French, 
What is his name. 

Boy. Escoutez ; Comment estes vous appellef 

Fr. Sol. Monsieur le Fer. 

Boy. He says, his name is — master Fer. 

Pist. Master Fer ! Til fer him, and firk 2 him, and 
ferret him : — discuss the same in French unto him. 

Boy. I do not know the French for fer, and fer- 
ret, and firk. 

Pist. Bid him prepare, for I will cut his throat. 

Fr. Sol. Que dit-il, monsieur f 

Boy. II me commande de vous dire que vousjaites 
vous prest ; car ce soldat icy est disposS tout d cette 
heure de couper vostre gorge. 

Pist. Ouy, couper gorge, par ma foy, pesant. 
Unless thou give me crowns, brave crowns ; 
Or mangled shalt thou be by this my sword. 

Fr. Sol. 0, je vous suppliepour F amour de Dieuy 
me pardonner I Je suis gentUhomme de bonne maison : 
gardez ma vie, Sf je vous donneray deux cents escus., 

Pist. What are his words ? 



9 An old cant word for a sword, so called from «^C«sM3na» 
sword cutler of the name of Fox. 
' The diaphragm. ^ CWait\«e. 
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Boy. He prays you to save his life : he is a gen- 
tleman of a good house ; and, for his ransome, he 
will give you two hundred crowns. 

PisU Tell him, — my fury shall abate, and I 
The crowns will take. 

Fr. Sol. Petit monsieur^ que dit-U f 

Boy. Encore quil est contre son Jurementj deptr- 
donner aucun pnsonnier ; neantmoinsy pour Us aau 
que vous Vavez promis, est il content de vous dotmer 
la liberte^ le Jranchisement. 

Fr. Sol. Sur mes genouxj je vous donne nuBe n- 
merciemens : Sfje mestime heureux queje suis Umhe 
entre les mains dun chevalier yje pense, le plus brave i 
valiant, Sf tres distingue seigneur dAngleterre, 

Pist, Expound unto me, boy. 

Boy. He gives you, upon his knees, a thousaDd 
thanks : and he esteems himself happy that he hath 
fallen into the hands of (as he thinks) the most 
brave, valorous, and thrice-worthy signieur of Eng- 
land. 

Pist. As I suck blood, I will some mercy show. — 
Follow me, cur. {_Exit Pistol 

Boy. Suivez vous le grand capitaine. 

[_Exit French Soldier. 
I did never know so full a voice issue from so 
empty a heart : but the saying is true, — The 
empty vessel makes the greatest sound. Bardolph, 
and Nym, had ten times more valour than this 
roaring devil i'the old play, that every one may 
pare his nails with a wooden dagger ; and they are 
both hanged ; and so would this be, if he dur*t 
steal any thing adventurously. I must stay wilt 
the lackeys, with the luggage of our camp : the 
French might have a good prey of us, if he knct 
of it ; for there is none to guard it but boys. [£rf. 
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SCENE V. 

Another Part of the Field of Battle* 

Alarums. Enter Dauphin, Orleans, Bourbon, 
Constable, Rambures, and others. 

Con. diable ! 

Orl. O seigneur J — le jour est perdu ! tout est 
perau! 

Dau. Mort de ma vie I all is confounded, all ! 
Reproach and everlasting shame 
Sits mocking in our plumes. — O meschante for- 
tune I — 
Do not run away. \^A short alarum. 

Con, Why, all our ranks are broke. 

I^au, O perdurable^ shame! — let's stab ourselves. 
Be these the wretches that we play*d at dice for ? 

Orl, Is this the king we sent to for his ransome ? 

Bour, Shame, and eternal shame, nothing but 
shame ! 
Let us die instant : Once more back again ; 
And he that will not follow Bourbon now, 
Let him go hence, with shame and infamy. 

Con, Disorder, that hath spoil'd us, friend us 
now ! 
Let us, in heaps, go offer up our lives 
Unto these English, or else die with fame. 

Orl, We are enough, yet living in the field. 
To smother up the English in our throtigs, 
If any order might be thought upon. ^ 

Bour, The devil take order now; I'll to the 
throng ; 
Let life be short ; else, shame will be too long. 

7 Lasting. 

VOL. V. K K 



S66 Kivo HnrmT ▼. [Aernr. 



SCENE TI. 

Another Part qfthe Fidd. 



AUarwm. Enter King Hbhrt ond Farces ; EsEiBr 

andatkere. 



K. Hen. Well have ye done, thrice valknt 
trymeu: 
But all's not done, yet keep the Brench die fidd. 
Exe. The duke of York commends him to yov 

msjesty* 
K*Hen. laTesheygoodnnde? thrice witUndHi 

hour, 
I saw him down ; thrice up agam, and fighting; 
From helmet to the spur, all blood he was. 

Exe. In which array, (brave soldier,) doth he lie, 
Lardinff the plain : and by his bloody side, 
(Yoke-fellow to his honour-owing wounds,) 
The noble earl of Suffolk also lies. 
Suffolk first died : and York, all hageled over. 
Comes to him, where in gore he lay insteep*d. 
And takes him by the beard ; kisses the gashes. 
That bloodily did yawn upon his face ; 
And cries aloud, — Tarry ^ dear cousin Suffolk ! 
My soul shall thine keep company to heaven .* 
Tarry y stoeet soulyjbr mine, thenjly a-breast ; 
ASf in this glorious and xoellifoughten^eldy 
We kept together in our chivalry ! 
Upon these words I came, and cheer*d him up : 
He smiled me in the face, raught^ me his hand. 
And, with a feeble gripe, says, — Dear^ my lordy 
Commend my service to my sovereign. 
So did he turn^ and over Suffolk^s neck 
He threw \\\s wowtv^^^ «rKv^ \iYv^ V\^-?.'d his lips : 
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And so, espoused to death, with blood he seal'd 

A testament of noble-ending- love. 

The pretty and sweet manner of it forced 

Those waters from me, which I would have 8topp*d 

But I had not so much of man in me, 

But all my mother came into mine eyes. 

And gave me up to tears. 

K* Hen, I blame you not ; 

For, hearing this, I must perforce compound 
With mistful eyes, or they will issue too, — 

[^Alarum. 
But, hark ! what new alarum is this same ? 
The French have reinforced their scattered men: — 
Then every soldier kill his prisoners ; 
Give the word through. [^Exeunt. 



SCENE VII. 

Another Part of the Field. 

Alarums. Enter Fluellen and Gower. 

Flu. Kill the poys and the luggage! *tis expressly 
against the law of arms : 'tis as arrant a piece of 
knavery, mark you now, as can be offer'd, in the 
'orld: In your conscience now, is it not? 

GottJ. Tis certain, there's not a boy left alive; 
and the cowardly rascals, that ran from the battle, 
have done this slaughter: besides, they have burned 
and carried away all that was in the king's tent ; 
wherefore the king, most worthily, hath caused 
every soldier to cut his prisoner's throat. O, 'tis a 
gallant king ! 

Flu. Ay, he was porn at Monmouth, captain 
Gower: Wliat call you the town's name, where 
Alexander the pig was born? 

Gow. Alexander the great. 

K K 2 



Ftu. Why, I pntj* ;rau, is not pis. gmu ? H 
pig, or the great, or the luigbtr, or ike ht^, d« tl 
magnaniiDDUs, are all ooe reckonings, sare d 
phrase is a little variations. 

GotK. I think, Alexander ihe great «>« b<ini 
Macedon ; hie father w$ c«Ue>) — Philip oC M»o 
don, as 1 t^e it. 

Fiu. 1 think it is in Macedao, where .Uexaad 
is pom. I tell vou, captain, — If }-oa look id ll 
maps of the 'orld, I warrant, vou tfaati find, in tl 
coDiparisoDs between Maceaou end Moumout 
that the situations, look you, is both alike. Tliei 
is a river in Macedon ; and there is also moreori 
a river at Monmouth : it is called Wj-e. at Moi 
mouth ; but it is out of my pnuns, whiit is tt 
uume of tlie other river ; but tis all one, 'tis i 
like as my fingers is to my fingers, and there 
salmons iii both. If you mark Alexander's lil 
well, Harry of Monmouth's life is tome after 
indifferent well ; for there is figures in all thing 
Alexander, you know, in his rages, and his furie 
and his wraths, and his chclers, and his moods, an 
his displeasures, and his indignations, and alt 
being a little inloxicates in his urains, did, in h 
ales and his angers, look you, kill his pest frieni 
Clytus. 

Oou'. Our king is not like him in that ; he nevf 
killed any of his friends. 

Flu, It is not well done, mark you now, to tak 
tales out of my mouth, ere it is made an end an 
finished. I speak but in the figures and con 
parisons of it : As Alexander is kill his frien 
Clytus, being in his ales and his cups; so al^ 
Harry Monmouth, being in his right wits and h 
goot judgments, is turn away the fat knight, wit 
the great pel I y -doublet ; he was full of jests, an 
gipei, and knaveries, and mocks ; I am forget hi 

Oatv. Sir .loliu Vu\sVftS. 
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Flu. That is he : I can tell you there is goot men 
born at Monmouth. 

Gotu. Here comes his majesty. 

Alarum, Enter King Henry, xioith a Part of the 
English Forces; Warwick, Gloster, Exeter, 
and others. 

K. Hen. I was not angry since I came to France 
Until this instant. — Take a trumpet, herald ; 
Hide thou unto the horsemen on yon hill ; 
If they will fight with us, bid them come down, 
Or void the field ; they do offend our sight : 
If they'll do neither, we will come to them ; 
And make them skirr^ away, as swifl as stones 
Enforced from the old Assyrian slings : 
Besides, we'll cut the throats of those we have ; 
And. not a man of them, that we shall take. 
Shall taste our mercy. — Go, and tell them so. 

Enter Montjoy. 

Exe. Here comes the herald of the French, my 
liege. 

Glo. His eyes are humbler than they us*d to be. 

K.Hen. How now, what means this, herald? 
know'st thou not, 
That I have fin'd these bones of mine for ransome ? 
Com'st thou again for ransome ? 

Mont. No, great king: 

I come to thee for charitable licence. 
That we may wander o'er this bloody field, 
To book our dead, and then to bury them ; 
To sort our nobles from our common men ; 
For many of our princes j(woe the- while !) 
Lie drown'd and soak'd in mercenary blood ; 
(So do our vulgar drench their peasant limbs 
In blood of princes ;) and their wounded steeds 

n Scout. 
K K S 
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VtMit fttlock deep in sore, and, with wiU iggc^ 
Yerk out their aimed heels at their dead mSriM^ 
KiUing them twice* O, gif e us leave, great kin^ 
To view the field in safety and dispose 
Of their dead bodies. 

X. Hen. I tell thee trulji henii 

I know not, if the daj be ours, or no; 
For yet a many of your honemen peer. 
And gallop o'er the field. 

Moni. The day is yours. 

jK. Hen. EVaised be God, and not our stramflb 
fbritl — 
What is this castle calFd, Aat stands faaid by? 

Mani. They call it— « Agmcoort. 

K. Hen. Then call we this— the field of Agia* 
court, 
Foudit on the day of Crispin Crispianus. 

F2u. Your grandfather of famous memonr, salt 
please your majesty, and your great undo £dvari» 
the plack prince of Wales, as I have read in the 
chronicles, fought a most prave pattle here in 
France. 

K. Hen. They did, Fluellen. 

Flu, Your majesty says very true : If your ms- 
jesties is remembered of it, the Welshmen did gooi 
service in a garden where leeks did grow, wearinf 
leeks in their Monmouth caps ; which your mt* 
jesty knows, to this hour is an honourable padge (/ 
the service ; and, I do believe, your majesty takei 
no scorn to wear the leek upon Saint Tavy's day. 

K, Hen. I wear it for a memorable honour : 
For I am Welsh, you know, good countryman. 

Flu, All the water in Wye cannot wash yotf 
majesty's Welsh plood out of your pody, I can tell 
you that : Got pless it and preserve it, as long « 
It pleases his grace, and his majesty too ! 

AT. Hen. ThatvV*, ^wi^\«>3 countryman. 

Flu. 1 am 'yowT wYcCyi^iX^"^ ^t^>\xvVryw!«:!^^ \ <3W 
not who VnovrW; \W\\\^:viYv^vl^'^\v^t.^S^csR:ts^:' 
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I need not to be ashamed of your majesty, so long 
as your majesty is an honest man. 

K. Hen. God keep me so ! our heralds go with 
him. 
Bring me just notice of the numbers dead 
On both our parts. — Call yonder fellow hither. 

^Points to Williams. Exeunt Mont joy 
and others. 

Exe. Soldier, you must come to the king. 

AT. Hen. Soldier, why wear'st thou that glove in 
thy cap ? 

fVilL An*t please your majesty, 'tis the gage of 
one that I should fight withal, if he be alive. 

K. Hen. An Englishman ? 

fVill. An*t please your majesty, a rascal, that 
swaggered with me last night : who, if *a live, and 
ever dare to challenge this glove, I have sworn to 
take him a box o' the ear : or, if I can see my glove 
in his cap, (which he swore, as he was a soldier, he 
would wear, if alive,) I will strike it out soundly. 

K. Hen. What think you, captain Fiuellen ? is 
it fit this soldier keep his oath ? 

Flu. He is a craven ^ and a villain else, an*t 
please your majesty, in my conscience. 

K. Hen. It may be, his enemy is a gentleman of 
great sort 2, quite from the answer of his degree. 

Flu. Though he be as goot a gentleman as the 
tevil is, as Lucifer and Beelzebub himself, it is ne- 
cessary, look your grace, that he keep his vow and 
his oath : if he be perjured, see you now, his repu- 
tation is as arrant a villain, and a Jack-sauce ^, as 
ever his plack shoe trod upon the earth, in my con- 
science. 

K. Hen. Then keep thy vow, sirrah, when thou 
meet*st the fellow. 

fVill. So I will, my liege, as I live. 

K. Hen. Who servest thou under? 

' Coward. 2 High rank. ^ Yot Sv\w<:n ^^^- 
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Will. Under captain Gower, my liege. 

Flu. Gower is agout CHptaia: and is good know- 
ledge and literature in the wars. 

K. Hen. Call him hither to me, soldier. 

Jf'iU. I will, my liege. [Exit. 

K. Hen. Here, Fluellen ; wear thou this favour 
for me, and stick it in thy cap : When Alencon and 
myself were down together, 1 plucked this glove 
from his helm : if any man challenge this, he it a 
friend to Alen^oii, and an enemy to our person ; 
if tliuu encounter any sucli, apprehend him, an 
tliou dost love me. 

Flu. Your grace does me as great honours as 
can be desired in the hearts of his subjects : I would 
fain see the man, that has but two legs, that shall 
find himself aggriefed at this glove, that is all ; but 
1 would fain see it once. 

K. Hen. Knowest thou (lOwer ? 

Flu, He is my dear friend, an please you. 

K. Hen. Pray thee, go seek htm, and bring him 
to my tent. 

Flu. I will fetch him. [Exit. 

K.Hen. My lord of Warwick, — and my brother 
Gloster, 
Follow Fluellen closely at the heels : 
The glove, which I have given him for a favour, 
May, haply, purchase him a box o' the ear ; 
It is the soldier's ; I, by bargain, should 
Wear it myselt Follow, good cousin Warwick ; 
If that the soldier strike him, (as 1 judge 
By his biuiit bearing, he will keep his word,) 
Some sudden mischief may arise of it ; 
For 1 do know Fluellen valiant. 
And, touch'd with choler, hot as gunpowder, 
And quickly will return an injury : 
Follow, and see there be no harm between them. — 
Go you with me, uncle of Exeter. [fireuni. 
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SCENE VIII. 

Before King Henrys Pavilion, 

Enter Gower and Williams. 
IViU. I warrant, it is to knight you, captain. 

Enter Fluellen. 

Flu, Captain, I peseech you now, come apace 
to the king : there is more goot toward you, 
peradventure, than is in your knowledge to dream 
of. 

Will, Sir, know you this glove ? 

Flu, Know the glove ; 1 know the glove is a 
glove. 

WiU, I know this ; and thus I challenge it. 

[ Strikes him. 

Flu, 'Sblud, an arrant traitor, as any*s in the 
universal 'orld, or in France, or in England. 

Goto, How now, sir ? you villain ! 

fVill, Do you think 1*11 be forsworn? 

Flu, Stand away, captain Gower ; I 'will give 
treason his payment into plows, I warrant you. 

Will, I am no traitor. 

Flu. That's a lie in thy throat. — I charge you 
in his majesty's name, apprehend him ; he*s a friend 
of the duke Alen^on's. 

Enter Warwick and Gloster. 

War, How now, how now ! what's the matter ? 

Flu. My lord of Warwick, here is (praised be 
Got for it !) a most contagious treason come to light, 
look you, as you shall desire m «LSwtwKv«t^^\K*i 
Here is his majesty. 
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Enter King Hskrt and BzKtBs* 

K. Hen* How now! what's the matter? 

JF%i. M J liege, here is a viDam and a tiaitor, thil» 
look jour grace, has struck the glove wbiA jov 
nunesW is take out of the helmet of Aleofon. 

WiU. Mj liege, this was my glove ; here ii Ae 
fellow of It: and he, that I gave it to in dMM 

E remised to wear it in hit cap ; Ipromiaed to mmt 
im, if he did : I met this man with my glove in Ih 
cap, and I have been as good as my word. 

Flu, Your majesty hear now, (saving yoor bsp 
jesty's manhood,) what an arrant, laBMally, kf- 
garly, knave it 18 : Ihope, vour mqes^ jspesrae 
testimony, and witness, ana avouchoie^ mtdii 
is the glove of Alenfon, that your m^esty is gh* 
me, in your conscience now. 

k. Hen. Give me thy glove, soldier ; Lode, here 
is the fellow of it 'Twas I, indeed, thou promiwd'M 
to strike ; and thou hast given me most bitter termti 

Flu. An please your majesty, let his neck answer 
for it, if there is any martial law in the 'orld. 

K, Hen. How canst thou make me satisfaction? 

Will. All offences, my liege, come from the 
heart : never came any n*om mine, that might of- 
fend your majesty. 

K. Hen. It was ourself thou didst abuse. 

fVUl. Your majesty came not like yourself: yoa 
appeared to me but as a common man ; witness the 
^ight, your garments, your lowliness; and what 
your hiffhness suffered under that shape, I beseech 
you, take it for your own fault, and not mine : (or 
had you been as I took you for, I made no ofeoce; 
therefore, I beseech your highness, pardon me. 

K. Hen. Here, uncle Exeter, fill this glove witb 
crowns. 
And give it to this fellow. — Keep it, fellow ; 
And wear \t ^ox aivVoxiwa xx^^^j ^aw^^ 
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Till I do challenge it. — Give him the crowns : — 
And, paptain, you must needs be friends with him. 
Flu. By this day and this light, the fellow has 
mettle enough in his peliy: — Hold, there is twelve 

Eence for you, and I pray you to serve Got, and 
eep you out of prawls, and prabbles, and quarrels, 
and dissensions, and, I warrant you, it is the petter 
for you. 

WiU, I will none of your money. 
Flu. It is with a goot will ; I can tell you, it will 
serve you to mend your shoes : Come, wherefore 
should you be so pashful ? your shoes is not so 
goot : *tis a goot silling, I warrant you, or I will 
change it. 

Enter an English Herald. 

K. Hen, Now, herald ; are the dead numbered ? 
Her, Here is the number of the slaughtered 
French. [Delivers a Paper, 

K, Hen, What prisoners of good sort are taken, 

uncle ? 
E,xe, Charles duke of Orleans, nephew to the 
king ; 
John duke of Bourbon, and lord Bouciqualt : 
Of other lords, and barons, knights, and 'squires, 
Full ^een hundred, besides common men. 

K, Hen, This note doth tell me of ten thousand 
French, 
That in the field lie slain: of princes, in this number. 
And nobles bearing banners, there lie dead. 
One hundred twenty-six : added to these. 
Of knights, esquires, and gallant gentlemen, 
Sight thousand and four hundred ; of the which. 
Five hundred were but yesterday dubb*d knights : 
So that, in these ten thousand tney have lost, 
There are but sixteen hundred mercenaries ; 
The rest are — princes, baTOTV&) \otdk&> >kwv^c!^' 
Vgiiires, 
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And gentlenaen of blood ftnd quality. 

Tte names of thote their noUea that lie dead»— 

Charles De4a-bret« high constdde of Fhunoe; 

Jaques of ChatilloD» aomiral of Chmce; 

The master of the cross-bows^ lord Rambnres; 

Great^master of FhuBce, the bmve sir Gniidi 

Dauphin; 
JoI)n duke of Alen^on ; Antony duke of Brabsnl 
Hie brother to the duke of Burgundy ; 
And Edward duke of Bar ; of lusty eari% 
Granj^pr^ and Roussi, Esuconberg, and Fcuz, 
Beaumonty and Marie, Yaudemont, and Lestnls 
Hcire was » royal fellowship of death I — — 
Where is the number of our English dead? 

t Herald pretenU amoAer Ftf 
Edward the duke of York, the earl of Snffidk, 
Sir Richard Eetly, Davy Gam, esquire : 
None else of name : andy of all other men. 
But five-and-twenty. O God, thy arm was hen 
And not to us, but to thy arm alone. 
Ascribe we alL — When, without stratagem, 
But in plain shock, and even play of battle. 
Was ever known so great and little loss. 
On one part and on the other ? — Take it Lord 
For it is only thine ! 

Exe> Tis wonderful ! 

K. Hen, Come, go we in procession to the villi 
And be it death proclaimed through our host. 
To boast of this, or take that praise from God, 
Which is his only. 

Flu. Is it not lawful, an please your majesty 
tell how many is killed ? 

K. Hen. Yes, captain ; but with this ackn 
ledgment. 
That God fought for us. 

Flu. Yes, my conscience, he did us great go 

K. Hen. Do we ^JWvoV^ x\\«» % 
Let there be svrcv^ Non tiobU^^sAT^T^ut^. 
The dead w\t\\ cYv«LV\t>j exvcX^^ V\tv ^'a:^. 



ACT v.] KINCS HENRY V. 377 

Well then to Calais ; and to England then ; 
Where ne'er from France arrived more happy men. 

[^Exeunt, 



ACT THE HFTH. 



Enter Chorus. 

Chor, Vouchsafe to those that have not read the 
story, 
Tliat I may prompt them : and of such as have, 
I humbly pray them to admit the excuse 
Of time, of numbers, and due course of things, 
Which cannot in their huge and proper life 
Be here presented. Now we bear the king 
Toward Calais : grant him there ; there seen, 
Heave him away upon your winged thoughts. 
Athwart the sea : Behold, the English beach 
F^es in the flood with men, with wives, and boys, 
Whose shouts and claps out-voice the deep-moutn*d 

sea, 
Which, like a mighty whiffler ^ Tore the king. 
Seems to prepare his way : so let him land ; 
And, solemnly, see him set on to London. 
So swift a pace hath thought, that even now 
You may imagine him upon Blackheath ; 
Where that his lords desire him, to have * borne 
His bruised helmet, and his bended sword, 
Before him, through the city : he forbids it. 
Being free from vainness and self-glorious pride ; 
Giving full trophy, signal, and ostent, 
Quite from himself, to God. But now behold, 

4 An o&cer who walks Erst m ^Toecmovi^^ 
* i. e. To order it to be \K>Ttv^. 
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In the ijuick forge oiid working-house of thought, 
How Loudon doth pour out her citizeos ! 
TTie mayor, and all his brethren, in best sort, — 
Like to ihe eenators of the antique Rome, 
With the plebcian§ swarming at their heels, — 
Go forth, and fetch their conquering Cicsar in: 
As, by a lower but by loving likelihood, ^ 
Were now the general of our gracious empress' 
(As, in good time, he may,) from Ireland coming. 
Bringing rebellion broached ^ on his sword. 
How many would the peaceful city quit. 
To welcome him ? much more, and much more 

Did they this Harry. Now in London place him; 
(As yet the lamentation of the French 
Invites the king of England's stay at home : 
The emperor's coming in behalf of France, 
To oriler i.eace between them ;) and omit 
All the occurrences, whatever chanc'd, 
Till Harry's back-return again to France ; 
There must we bring him ; and myself have play'd 
The interim, by remembering you — 'tis past. 
Then brook abridgement ; and your eyes advance 
After your thoughts, straight back again to France. 
lExit. 

SCENE I. 

France. An English CouHof Guard, 

Enter Fluellen and Gower. 

Gotu. Nay, that's right ; but why wear you your 
leek lo-day? Saint Davy's day is past. 

Flu. There is occasions and causes why and 
wherefore in all things ; I will tell you, as my 

' The curl of Essen m t\ve tci^ ol^f&i^M^, 
1 Sp\liei\, riMvAi-ei- 
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friend, captain Gower. The rascally, beggarly, 
pragging knave. Pistol, — which you and yourself, 
and sdl the 'orld, know to be no petter than a fellow, 
look you now, of no merits, — he is come to me, 
and prings me pread and salt yesterday, look you, 
and bid me eat my leek : it was in a place where I 
could not breed no contentions with him ; but I will 
be so pold as to wear it in my cap till I see him once 
again, and then I will tell him a little piece of my 
desires. 

Enter Pistol. 

Gotv. Why, here he comes, swelling like a tur- 
key-cock. 

F2u. 'Tis no matter for his swellings, nor his 
turkey-cocks. — Pless you, ancient Pistol ! you 
scurvy knave, pless you ! 

Pist, Ha ! art thou Bedlam ? dost thou thirsty 
base Trojan, 
To have me fold up Parca*s fatal web? 
Hence ! I am qualmish at the smell of leek. 

Flu. I peseech you heartily, scurvy knave, at my 
desires, and my requests, and my petitions, to eat, 
look you, this leek ; because, Iook you, you do not 
love It, nor your affections, and your appetites, and 
your digestions, does not agree with it, I would de- 
sire you to eat it. 

Pist, Not for Cadwallader and all his goats. 

Flu. There is one goat for you. [Strikes him.'] 
Will be so goot, scald knave, as eat it ? 

Pist. Base Trojan, thou shalt die. 

Flu. You say very true, scald knave, when Got's 
will is : I will desire you to live in the mean time, 
and eat your victuals ; come, there is sauce for it, 
[Striking him again.] You called me yesterday, 
mountain-squire ; but I will make you to-day a 
squire of low degree. I pray you, fall to ; if you 
can mock a leek, you can eat a leek. 

Gow. Enough, captain ; youYiwe^aVwasSas^^'^^ss. 

LI. ^ 
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Flu. 1 say. 1 will make him eat some port oi'my 
leek, or I will peat his pate four days : — Pite, 1 
pray you ; it is goot for your green wound, and your 
ploody coxcomb. 

Pist. Must I bite? 

Flit. Yes, certainly ; aud out of doubt, and out 
or questions too, and ambiguities. 

Pisl. By this leek, I will most horribly reveoge ; 
I eat, and eke 1 swear — 

Flu. Eat, I pray you : Will you have some more 
sauce to your leek ? there is not enough leek to 
,.-e«r b,. 

Fist. Quiet thy cudgel ; thou dost see, I eat. 

Flu. Much goot do you, scald knave, hearuly. 
Nay, "pray yon, throw none away ; the skin is goot 
for your proken coxcomb. When you take oc- 
casions to see leeks hereafter, 1 pray you mock at 
them : that is all. 

Fist. Good. 

Flu. Ay, leeks is goot : — Hold you, there is a 
groat to heal your pate. 

Fist. Me a groat! 

Flu. Yes, verily, and in truth, you shall take it, 
or I have another leek in my pocket, which you 
shall eat. 

Pisl. I take thy groat, in earnest of revenge. 

Flu. If I owe you any thing, I will pay you in 
cudgels ; you shall be a woodinonger, and buy no- 
thing of me but cudgels. God be wi' you, and keep 
you, and heal your pate. [£xtt. 

Pist. Ail hell shall stir for this. 

Gow. Go, go ; you are a counterfeit cowardly 
knave. Will you mock at an ancient tradition, — 
begun upon an honourable respect, and worn as a 
memorable trophy of predeceased valour, — and dare 
not avouch in your deeds any of your words ? I have 
seen you gleeking'* and galling at this gentleman 
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twice or thrice. You thought, because he could 
not speak English in the native garb> he could not 
therefore handle an English cudgel: you find it 
otherwise ; and, henceforth, let a Welsh correction 
teach you a good English condition. ^ Fare ye well. 

\_JExtt» 
PisU Doth fortune play the huswife ^ with me 
now? 
News have I, that my Nell is dead i* the spital, ^ 
And there my rendezvous is quite cut off. 
Old I do wax ; and from my weary limbs 
Honour is cudgelFd. Well, pimp will I turn, 
And something lean to cutpurse of quick hand. 
To England will I steal, and there 1 11 steal : 
And patches will I get unto these scars. 
And swear, I got them in the Gallia wars. {^ExiU 



SCENE II. 

Troyes in Champagne. An Apartment in the 
French Kings' Palace. 

Enter, at ofie door, King Henry, Bedford, Glos- 
TER, Exeter, Warwick, Westmoreland, and 
other Lords ; at another, the French King, Queen 
Isabel, the Princess Katharine, Lords, Ladies, 
Sfc. the Duke o/'Burgundy, and his Train* 

K. Hen. Peace to this meeting, wherefore we are 
met! 
Unto our brother France, — and to our sister. 
Health and fair time of day : — joy and good wishes 
To our most fair and princely cousin Katharine ; 
And (as a branch and member of this royalty, 
By whom this great assembly is contrived,) 

> Temper, i For '^Wt. ^ Vlosv>x^- 

L L S 
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We do salute you, duke of Burgundy ;«— 
And, princes mtich, uid peers, health tomil! 

Ft. Knur. Right joyous are wa to hdMsl jnt 
nice, 
Most worthy hrodier Enffhmd ; ftirly nwt ;— 
So are you, princes English, every one. 

^ Isa. So happy be me issue, brother ta^mit 
Of this good day, and of this gracioua meetii^ 
As we are now glad to bdudd your eyes; 
Your eyes, which hidierto have bome m dMsi 
Asainst the FVench, that met them in their bcali 
The fttal balls of murdering basiliska : 
The venom of such looks, we flurly hope. 
Have lost their quali^ ; and that thia day 
Shall change all grien, and qnarrela, into lote. 

K. Hen. To cry amen to tint, thaa we sfpesL 

Q. Isa. You English princes all, I do salute yoo. 

Bur^ My duty .to you both, on eaual love^ 
Great kings of France and Englana 1 That I htre 

laboured 
With all ray wits, my pains, and strong endeavouri) 
To bring your raost imperial majesties 
Unto this bar •* and royal interview, 
Your mightiness on both parts best can witnen. 
Since then my office hath so far prevail*d. 
That, face to face, and royal eye to eye, 
You have congreeted ; let it not disgrace me, 
If I demand, before this royal view, 
What rub, or what impediment, there is, 
Why, that the naked, poor, and mangled peace. 
Dear nurse of arts, plenties, and joyful births. 
Should not, in this best garden of the world. 
Our fertile France, put up her lovely visage ? 
Alas ! she hath from France too long been cluis'd; 
And all her husbandry doth lie on heaps. 
Corrupting in its own fertility, 
Her vine, t\\e mexx^ 0^^«t«t ^^\.\\ft heart. 
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Unpruned dies : her hedges even-pleached, — 
Like prisoners wildly over-grown with hair, 
Put forth disorder'd twigs : her fallow leas 
The darnel, hemlock, and rank fumitory, 
Doth root upon ; while that the coulter rusts, 
That should deracinate ^ such savagery : 
The even mead, that erst brought sweetly forth 
The freckled cowslip, bur net, and green clover, 
Wanting the scythe, all uncorrected, rank. 
Conceives by idleness ; and nothing teems. 
But hateful docks, rough thistles, kecksies, burs. 
Losing both beauty and utility. 
And as our vineyards, fallows, meads, and hedges. 
Defective in their natures, grow to wildness ; 
Even so our houses, and ourselves, and children. 
Have lost, or do not learn, for want of time, 
The sciences that should become our country ; 
But grow, like savages, — as soldiers will, 
That nothing do but meditate on blood, — 
To swearing, and stern looks, diffused ^ attire. 
And every thing that seems unnatural. 
Which to reduce into our former favour, 7 
You are assembled : and my speech entreats. 
That I may know the let^, why gentle peace 
Should not expel these inconveniences, 
And bless us with her former qualities. 

K, Hen, If, duke of Burgundy, you would the 
peace. 
Whose want gives growth to the imperfections 
Whiih you have cited, you must buy that peace 
With full accord to all our just demands ; 
Whose tenours and particular effects 
You have, enschedurd briefly, in your hands. 

Bur. llie king hath heard them ; to the which, 
as yet. 
There is no answer made. 

^ Force up by the roots. ^ '\S»*Xx«^'a3S«s^u 

' Appearance. * \XvcAx«aK«- 
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K.Hen. Well then, the peace, 

Which you before so urg'd, lies in his answer. 

Fr. King. I have but with a cursorary eya ^^h 
O'erglanc^ the articles: pleaseth your gTECC'^^^l 
To appoint eome of your council presently ^^^H 
To sit with us once more, with better heed ^^| 
To re-survey lliem, we will, suddenly, 
Hass our accept, and peremptory answer, 

A'. Hen. Brother, we shall. — Cio, uncle Exeter, — 
And brotlier Clarence, — Hiidyou,hroLlierGWter, — 
Warwick — and Huntingdon, — go with the king : 
And take with you free power, to rality. 
Augment, or alter, as your wisdotna be«t 
Shall see advautageable for our dignity, 
Any thing in, or out of, our demands ; 
And we'll consign thereto. — Will you, fair sister, 
Go with the princes, or stay here with us? 

Q. Isa. Our gracious bruttier, I will go with them ; 
Ha]»]y, a womaci's voice may do aonti; good, 
When articles, too nicely urg'd, be stood on. 

K. Hen. Yet leave our cousin Katharine here 
with us ; 
She is our capital demand, compris'd 
Within the fore-rank of our articles. 

Q. Ua. She hath good leave. 

^Exeunt all but Henhy, Katmarihe, 
and her Gentlewoman. 

K. Hen. Fair Katharine, and most fair! 

Will you vouchsafe to teach a soldier terms. 
Such as will enter at a lady's ear. 
And plead his love-suit to her gentle heart? 

Kalh. Your majesty shall mock at me ; I cannot 
speak your England. 

K. Hen. fair Katharine, if you will love me 
soundly with your French heart, I will be glad to 
hear you confess it brokenly with your English 
tongue. Do you like me, Kate ? 

Kuth. Pardonnez Jiioy, Y ca.Tvfto^.^.e'^Naxw — Uke 
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K, Hen. An angel is like you, Kate ; and you are 
like an angel. 

Kath. Q^e dit-Uf que je suis semblaMe ^ les 
angesf 

Alice. Ouy, vraymenty (satif vostre grace) ainsi 
dit-U. 

K. Hen. I said so, dear Katharine ; and I must 
not blush to affirm it. 

Katii. O ! les langues des homines stmt plemes des 
tromperies. 

K.Hen. What says she, fair one ? that the tongues 
of men are full of deceits ? 

Alice. Ouv ; dat de tongues of de mans is be full 
of deceits : dat is de princess. 

K. Hen, The princess is the better English- 
woman. ITaith, Kate, my wooing is fit for thy un- 
derstanding : I am glad, thou canst speak no better 
English ; for, if thou couldst, thou wouldst find me 
such a plain king, that thou would*st think, I had 
sold my farm to buy my crown. I know no wajrs 
to mince it in love, but directly to say — I love you : 
then, if you urge me further than to say — Do you, 
in faith ? I wear out my suit. Give me your an- 
swer ; i'faith, do ; and so clap hands and a bargain : 
How say you, lady ? 

Kath. Saufvostre honneur^ me understand well. 

K. Hen, Marry, if you would put me to verses, 
or to dance for your sake, Kate, why you undid me : 
for the one, I have neither words nor measure ; and 
for the other, I have no strength in measure ^ yet 
a reasonable measure in strength. If I could win a 
lady at leap-frog, or by vaulting into my saddle with 
my armour on my back, under the correction of 
bragging be it spoken, I should quickly leap for a 
wife. Or, if I might buffet for my love, or bound 
my horse for her favours, I could lay on like a 
butcher, and sit like a jack-an-apes, never off: but, 
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1 <:)iniiot look greenly ', nor gasp out my eloquence, 
nor I have no cuoning in protestation ; only down- 
right oaths, which 1 never use till urged, not never 
break tor urging. If thou canst love a fellow of this 
temper, Kate, whose face is out worth auii-bumiag, 



that never looks in bis glass for love of any thing 
he sees there, let thine eye be thy cook. I speu 
to thee plain soldier : If thou canst love me for thi^ 



take me : if not, to say to thee — that I shall die, is 
true ; but — for thy love, no ; yet I love thee too. 
And while thou livest, dear Kate, take a fellow of 
plain aiid uncoined'-' constancy; for he perforce 
must do thee right, because he hath not the gifl to 
woo in other places : for these fellows of infinits 
tongue, that can rhyme themselves into ladies' &• 
vours — they do always reason themselves out agaiiL. 
WTiat ! 11 speaker is but a prater ; a rhvme is but a 
batlaa. A gooil le^- uill full ■'; a straight back wiU 
stoop ; a black beard will turn white ; a curled pate 
will grow bald ; a fair face will wither ; a full ^e 
will wax hollow : but a good heart, Kate, is the sun 
and moon; or rather the sun, and not the mooa; 
for it shines bright, and never changes, but keeps 
. hia course truly. If thou would have such a one, 
take me : And take me, take a soldier ; take a sol- 
dier, take a king : And what sayest thou then to 
my love? speak, my fair, and fairly, I pray thee. 

KatA. Is it possible dat I should love de enemy 
of France ? 

K. Hen. No ; it is not possible, you should love 
the enemy of France, Kale ; but in loving me, you 
should love the friend of France ; for I love France 
so well, that I will not part with n village of it; I 
will have it all mine: and Ka nien France is 

> i.e. Like a young love nwk a d1 
< He means, reseinbliii^ n pin | e of letal, which 

has not jet receWeA anj n ^i^a n 
■< Full away. 
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mine, and I am yours, then yours is France, and 
you are mine. 

Kath. I cannot tell vat is dat. 

K. Hen. No, Kate ? I will tell thee in French ; 
which, I am sure, will hang upon my tongue like a 
new-married wife about her husband's neck, hardly 
to be shook off. Qiiandjay la possession de France^ 
Sf quand vous avez la possession de moi, (let me see, 
what then? Saint Dennis be my speed!) — done 
vostre est France, Sf vous estes mienne. It is as easy 
for me, Kate, to conquer the kingdom, as to speak 
so much more French : I shall never move thee in 
French, unless it be to laugh at me. 

Kath. Saiif vostre honneur, le Francois que vous 
parlezy est meilleur que r Anglais lequel je parle, 

K. Hen, No, Taith, is't not, Kate : but thy speak- 
ing of my tongue, and I thine, most truly falsely, 
must needs be granted to be much at one. But, 
Kate, dost thou understand thus much English ? 
* Canst thou love me ? 

Kath. I cannot tell. 

K. Hen. Can any of your neighbours tell, Kate ? 
ril ask them. Come, I know thou lovest me : and 
at night when you come into your closet, you'll 
question this gentlewoman about me ; and I know, 
Kate, you will to her, dispraise those parts in me, 
that you love with your heart : but, good Kate, 
mock me mercifully ; the rather, gentle princess, 
because I love thee cruelly. How answer you, la 
' plus belle Catharine du mondey mon tres chere et di" 
^ vine dSese ? 

'. Kath. Your majeste *aYeJausse French enough to 
- deceive de most sage demoiselle dat is en France. 
' K. Hen. Now, fye upon my false French ! By 
mine honour, in true English, I love thee, Kate : by 
which honour I dare not swear, thou lovest me; 
yet my blood begins to flatter me that thou dost, 
notwithstanding the poor and mw\.^\k^wsx% ^^^ 
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of my visage. Now beshrew my father's ambition! 
he was always thinking of civil wars; therefore was 
I created with a stubborn outside, with an aspect 
of iron, that, when I come to woo ladies. I fnght 
them. But, in faith, Kate, the elder I wax, the 
better I shall appear : my comfort is, that old age, 
that ill-layer up of beauty, can do nn more spoil 
upon my face : thou hast me, if thou hast me. at 
the worst ; and thou ahalt wear me, if thou weir 
me, better and better ; And therefore tell me, moit 
fair Katharine, will you have me? Put off your i 
maiden blushes ; avouch the thoughts of your heart 
with the looks of an ero.preBe ; take me by the hand, 
and say — Harry of England,! am tliiae: which 
word thou shalt uo sooner bless mine ear witti^ 
but I will tell thee aloud — England is thine, Ire- 
land 15 thine, France is thine, and Henry Flantage- 
net is thine ; who, though I speak it before his face, 
if he be not fellow wiui the best king, thou shah 
find the best king of good fellows. Come, your 
answer in broken musick; for thy voice is rausict, 
and thy English broken : therefore, queen of alt. 
Katharine, break thy mind to me in broken English, 
Wilt thou have me ? 

Kath. Dat is, as it shall please de roy mon ptTt. 

K.Hen. Nay, it will please him well, Kate; it 
shall please him, Kate. 

Kath, Den it shall also content nie. 

K. Hen, Upon that I will kiss your hand, and 1 
call you — my queen. 

Kath. Laissex, mon seigneur, laissez, laUses : m« 
Joy, je ne veux paint que voas abbaissea vosire gran- 
deur, en baUant la main tTune voitre indigne semi- 
teur ; excusez moi/,Je vous supplie, mon tres puissaSl 

K. Hen. Then I will kiss your lips, Kate. 
Kath. Lts damea, i^ demoueflei, pour ettre baiiki 
devant leur nopces, il ti«sI ipiwlti. cwA<i.iw 4* F-umtf. 
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K. Hen. Madam my interpreter, what says she ? 

Alice. Dat it is not be de fashion jxmr Us ladies 
of France, — I cannot tell what is, baisevy en English. 

K. Hen. To kiss. 

Alice. Your majesty entendre bettre que moy. 

K. Hen. It is not the fashion for the maids in 
France to kiss before they are married, would she 
say? 

Alice. Oujjy vrayment. 

K. Hen. O, Kate, nice customs curt*sy to great 
kings. Dear Kate, you and I cannot be coimned 
within the weak list^ of a country's fashion: we are 
the makers of manners, Kate ; and the liberty that 
follows our places, stops the mouths of all find- 
faults ; as I will do yours, for upholding the nice 
fashion of your country, in denying me a kiss : 
therefore, patiently, and yielding. \_Kissing her. 2 
You have witchcraft in your lips, Kate: there is 
more eloquence in a sugar touch of them, than in 
the tongues of the French council ; and they should 
sooner persuade Harry of England, than a general 
petition of monarchs. Here comes your father. 

Enter the French King and Queen, Burgundy, 
Bedford, Gloster, Exeter, Westmoreland, 
and other French and English Lords. 

Bur. God save your majesty ! my royal cousin, 
teach you our princess English ? 

K. Hen. I would have her learn, my fair cousin, 
how perfectly I love her ; and that is good English. 

Bur. Is she not apt ? 

K. Hen. Our tongue is rough, coz ; and my con- 
dition^ is not smooUi: so that, having neither the 
voice nor the heart of flattery about me, I cannot 
so conjure up the spirit of love in her, that he will 
appear in his true likeness. Shall Kate be my 
wife ? 

^ Slight harder, ^ '\:«bv\RX. 
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Fr.King. So please you, we have consented U 
all temi« of reason. 

K. Hen. Is't so, my lords of Englaod ? 

WfU. The king hath granted every article : 
His daughter, first; and then, in sequel, all, 
According to their firni proposed natures. 

Exe. Only, he hath not yet subscribed this : — 
Where your majesty demands,— That the king of 
France having any occasion to write for matter of 
grant, shall name your highness in this form, and 
with this addition, in French, — Notre ires cherJiL 
fienry toy d' An^eterre, htriiier de France ,■ and 
thus in Latin, — Pr^clariainius ^ius nosier Hes- 
ricui, rex AngUw, Sf hceres Francue. 

Fr. King. Nor this 1 have not, brother, so denied, 
But your request shall make me let it pass. 

K. Hen. 1 pray you then, in love and dear alli- 

Let that one article rank with the rest : 
And, thereupon, give rae your daughter. 

Fr. King. Take her, fair son ; and from her blood 
raise up 
Issue to rae: that the contending kingdoms 
Of France and England, whose very shores loot 

pale 
With envy of each other's happiness. 
May cease their hatred; and this dear conjunction 
Plant neighbourhood and Christian-like accord 
In their sweet bosoms, that never war advance 
His bleeding sword twixt England and fair France- 
All. Amen ! 

K. Hen. Now welcome, Kate : — and bear me 
witness all. 
That here I kiss her as my sovereign queen. 

[Flourish. 
Q. lua. God, the best maker of all marriages, 
Conibiiie your hearts in one, your realms in one ! 
As man and wife, be\ng Vvjo, sne oTi%\n\OTB., 
Sto be there 'twixt jout ttin^donw *y.<4i a. t^xisai. 
That never may ilV »»«, « «*\\\«i^^-j. 
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Which troubles oft the bed of blessed marriage, 
Thrust in between the paction of these kingdoms* 
To make divorce of their incorporate league ; 
That English may as French, French Englishmen, 
Receive each other ! — God speak this Amen ! 

AIL Amen ! 

K. Hen. Prepare we for our marriage : — on 
which day, 
My lord of Burgundy, we*ll take your oath. 
And all the peers', for surety of our leagues. — 
Then shall I swear to Kate, and you to me ; 
And may our oaths well kept ana prosperous be ! 

[^Exeunt, 

Enter Chorus. 

Thus far, with rough, and all unable pen. 

Our bending^ author hath pursu'd the story ; 
In little room confining mighty men. 

Mangling by starts the nill course of their glory. 
Small time, but, in that small, most greatly liv'd 

This star of England : fortune made his sword ; 
JBy which the world's best garden 7 he achiev'd, 

And of it lefl his son imperial lord. 
Henry the sixth, in infant bands crown'd king 

Of France and England did this king succeed ; 
Whose state so many had the managing, 
% That they lost France, and made his England 
I bleed : 

g Which oft our stage hath shown ; and for their 
^ sake. 

In your fair minds let this acceptance take. [Exit. 

* t. f . Unequal to the weight of the subject. ? France. 
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